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INTRODUCTION 

1)KAR  Fr,kn..s  :-A  selection  of  the  m.xst  excellent 
toueh.nK    mwl  svu.patl.etie  stories  are  here  presente  ' 
byHevMr.    IVitchard.       Son.e    of  then,    have    heen 
wntten  hy  lmns..|».  .uul  other  int.TeHte.i  frien.ls;  uj.ile 
:.thors  have  heen  f^leaned  hv  him  fmn,  papers.       .okH 
and  riiaj,'aziiies. 

It  Khoul.l  In.  ren,..,nlHTe(l  that  this  book  i.  not  the 
procluetion  of  a   weeks  or  a   n.onth',-    !al,<,r.    but   Mr 
ntehanl.  for  th.  j.ast  three  years.  1...,    been  ^leaniuR 
for  ,ts  pa.e«  what   lu-  eonsidered  the  most  enli«hten. 
m^'.  instructive,  an.l  thriinng  stories  n,nv  ..r.der  print 
lo  my  mind  it  is  just  what   is  needed   for  the  .■i.-r.-v- 
".an  s.  evangelisfs.  or  student's  study,      Ifavin,^  <.nce 
«lnneed  through  it.  ^ou  will  find  that  v.,ur  library  will 
S'-'cm    ir.eomplet..    uitfiout    t.his     vaiuabl..     selection 

Around  the  homo  fire-side,  juKt  sueh  stories  as  will  in- 
terest  the  old  are  to  be  found  throu^^hout  its  pa-M-s 

T>nnn^.  the  evening,   after  the  youth  rnd^n,i<ldl. 
aged  have  seated   then.selves  down   to  rest  from    the 
^•>''   ""'1   J"l>o'-  <'f  Ihe  day.   a  n.ost  profitable   evemng 
nm  be  spent  in  p.rusin.  some  of  the  pa,.es  before  u« 
After  reading  the  first  page  or  so  of  this  vnhane.  vou 
^v.M   feel,    bke  the   ..bildron  of  T«r.,..l     ,..,,,,    .^^.-r  they 


crossed     the      I 


liver    Jord 


an. 


into  the  land.     Oi 


were 


Irawn 


fnrth 


er 


you  wil 
1 


ice  you  commence  to  r.ad  J.is  book 


want  to  finish   it.      Little  child 


lore  some  of  the  most  delightful  stori 


ren   will   find 


cs  tihat   are  on 
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record;  from  the  little  boj,  five  years  old,  who  follows 
his  poor  drunken  father  into  the  police  ho  Iquart^rs, 
and  refuses  to  leave  his  side  till  he  is  set  free  iu  the 
morning;  to  tlie  young  girl,  who  is  attending  college, 
Hurrouuded  by  Christian  influence,  and  is  about  to 
make  her  choice  in  life,  for  weal  or  woe.  The  soldier 
also,  wiio  at  the  blast  of  the  trumpet,  feels  the 
loyal  blood  rush  through  his  veins,  will  find  that  he, 
his  wife,  and  little  darlings,  are  not  missed.  The 
prohil)itionist,  or  temperance  character,  is  not  forgotten. 
The  death-bed  repentance  scene  is  here  disclosed.  The 
sad  warnings  of  those  who  are  passing  away  unprepared 
into  the  great  beyond,  and  the  awful  deaths  of  the  re- 
jectors of  the  T.ord  Jesus,  have  been  penned  for  your 
admonition  and  mine. 

As  we  pass  along  through  these  various  scenes 
gleaned  from  life's  pathway,  we  are  greatly  encour- 
agi'd  when  we  look  upon  our  Missionaries  at  work — 
their  labor  and  hardship — yet  coming  through  the  fires 
of  persecution,  affliction,  and  self-denial,  without  even 
"the  smell  of  smoke  upon  their  garments."  All  this, 
embracing  some  of  the  most  direct  answers  to  prayer, 
causes  our  pulses  to  beat,  our  hearts  to  throb,  and  our 
faith  to  leap  a  "thousand  leagues"  into  the  open 
heaven, — inspires  UB  to  claim  all  God's  promisee,  be- 
lieve His  word,  and  cry  out,  "impart  to  us  the  faith 
once  delivered  to  the  saints." 

This  book  should,  can,  and  we  believe  will,  receive 
a  wide  circulation.  It  is  purely  non-sectarian,  and 
will  be  profitable  to  all.  May  God,  for  Christ 'e  sake, 
bless  the  efforts  that  have  been  put  forth  for  the 
warning  of  the  erring  one,  the  encouragement  of  the 
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believer,   and    tlie    sulvation  of    a    l<»t  and   perlsning 
world. 

I  am, 

Yours,  in  ChriRt  Josus, 

W.  .T.   DEV. 
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THE  STAi^LESS  CROWN 

"They  that  turn  many  to  righteousness  shall  shine  as  the 
stars  forever  and  ever."  (Dan.  xii.,  3.' 

Wearied  and  worn  with  earthly  cares,  I  yielded  to  repo.^ 
And  soon  before  my  raptured  sight  a  glorious  vision  roee; 
1  thought,  while  slumbering  on  my  couch  in  midnight's  silent 

gloom, 

I  heard  an  angel's  .silverj-  voice,  and  nulianco  filled  my  room. 

A  gentle  touch  awakened  me,  a  ge-.  lie  whisper  said 
wT;  ^/'*'^J^^^-  f"""«-  '»e;"  and  thro'  the  air  we  fled 
We  left  the  earth  .so  far  away  that  like  a  speck  it  seemed 
And    heavenly  glory,   calm   and   pure,    acrass    our    pathway 
streamed. 

Still  on  we  went;  my  soul  wa«  rapt  in  silent  ecstasy; 
I  wondered  what  the  end  would  be,  what  next  should  meet 
mine  eye. 

I  knew  not  how  we  journeyed  through  the  pathle>s  fields  of 
light. 

When  suddenly  a  change  was  wrought,  and  I  svas  clothed  in 
white. 

We  stood  before  a  city'.';  walls,  most  glorious  to  behold  • 

We  pas.sed  through  gates  of  glistening  pearl,  o'er  streets  of 

purest  gold ; 
It  needed  not  the  sun  by  day.  the  silver  moon  bv  night; 
The  glory  of  the  Lord  was  there,  the  Lamb  Him.seif  its'  light. 
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Bright  angels  pacftl   the  sliininj:  stn-ttH,   sweet  music  fiUed 

the  air, 
And   whitp-robi'd    saints   with   g!itt»>ring   crowns   froo]    every 

rliiiie  wcffi  there; 
And  some  that  I  had  loved  on  earth  st(Hj(l  with  theui  round 

the  throne 
"All  worthy  is  the  l.;imb."  they  sang,  "the  glf>ry  Ili,^  alone." 

But  fnirer  far  than  all  besides.  I  saw  my  Saviour's  face, 
And,  as  I  gazed.  He  .smiled  on  me  with  wondrous  love  and 

graoe. 
Lowly  I  bowed  before  His  throne,  o'erjoyed  that  I  at  la<st 
Had  gained  the  object  of  my  hopes;  the  earth  at  length  was 

past. 

And  then,  in  solemn  tones.  He  said.   "Where  is  the  diadem 
That  ought  to  sparkle  on  thy  brow— adorned  with  many  a 

gem? 
I  know  thou  hast  believed  on  Me.  a  life  through  Me  .is  thine; 
But  where  are  all  those  radiant  stars  that  in  thy  crown  should 

.shine  ? 


!^ 


4 


Yonder   thou   secf^t   a   glori<ins   throng,    and    stars    on    every 

brow. 
For  every  soul  they  led  to  Me  they  wear  a  jewel  now ; 
And  such  thy  bright  .-eward  had  been,  if  such  had  been  thy 

deed, 
If  tho)]  h.ndst  sought  some  wandering  feet  in  paths  of  perire  to 

lead. 

Thou  wert  not  called  that  thou  shouldst  tread  the  way  of  Iif« 
alone. 

But  that  the  clear  and  shining  light   which  round   tliy  foot- 
steps shone 

Should  guide  some  other  weary  feet  to  My  bright  home  of 
rest. 

And  thus,  in  blessing  tho<^e  around,  thou  h.-idst  thvself  been 
blest." 
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II 


Thf  vision  f:  ltd  from  tuy  si^'ht,  the  voico  no  lon^'or  spake, 
A  spoil  seemed  brooding  o'er  my  soul  which  long  I  feared  to 
break ; 

And   wLon  at  last  I  jjazcij  arouml   in  mornin;'  s  glinimoring 

light, 
My  spirit  felt  o'erwhelmod  beneath  that  vision's  uwfiil  might. 

1  rase  and  wept  with  ehastene<l  joy  that  yet  I  dwelt  below, 
That  yet  another  hour  wps  mine  my  faith  by  works  ti)  show; 
That  yet  :<ome  smner  1  might  tell  of  Je.^ua'  dying  love, 
And  help  to  lead  s{)me  weary  soul  to  st-ek  a  home  above. 

An  '  now,  while  yet  on  earth  I  stay,  my  njitfo  this  shall  be, 
"To  live  no  longer  to  myself,  but  Ilim  who  died  for  me;" 
And  graven  on  ray  inmost  soul  Ml  wear  this  truth  divine, 
"They  that  turn  many  to  the  r.ord  bri^iht  as  the  stars  .shnll 
shine." 

-  :i-:l 
PRAYER  ANSWERED,  AND  MORE 

A  lady  stood  up  in  n  prayer-meetinp:  in  an  eastern 
city,  and  spoko  as  follows  : — 

"Soaio  years  since,  my  husband  was  travelling  in 
Europe',  and  I  was  left  alone  with  my  maids  in  a  large, 
lonely  house  in  a  Western  State.  One  evenin(?,  after 
our  usual  reading  and  prayer,  we  retired  to  our  several 
rooms.  As  I  entered  my  room,  I  happened  to  look  into 
a  mirror  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  ro<mi,  and  was 
horrified  to  see  the  reflection  of  a  man  crouching  be- 
hind my  wardrobe.  I  was  tempted  to  cry  aloud  for 
help,  but  knew  it  would  be  useless,  and  determined  to 
put  the  faith  in  God,  about  which  we  had  been  read- 
ing, to  the  test.  I  walked  as  courageously  as  possible 
across  the  floor,  though  trembling  in  every  limb,  took 
my  Bible  from  the  table,  and  sank  into  a  chair.     In  a 
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voice  OS  steady  an  I  could  make  it  1  began  leading  the 
fifty-third  chapter  of  leaiah.  I  then  knelt  and  prayed 
aloud,  telling  God  we  were  unprotected  women, 
and  imploring  Him  to  protect  us  from  thieves  and  rob- 
bers, and  all  evil  persons.  I  ha'  barely  riaen  and  sank 
once  more  into  the  seat,  when  a  hand  was  laid  on  ray 
shoulder  and  a  voice  said:  "Do  not  cry  out  nor  be 
frightened,  for  you  ore  perfectly  safe.  I  came  here 
to  rob  this  house,  but  that  chapter  is  one  1  used  to 
hear  my  mother  read,  and  your  prayer  reminded  me 
of  the  prayers  she  offered.  I  am  going  now.  You  need 
fear  nothing."  This  experience  taught  me  that  God's 
promiseR  are  real,  and  that  He  will  always  help  ue  if 
we  ask  in  faith,  believing." 

After  the  prayer-meeting  n  man  came  up  to  the 
woman  and  said  :  "I  suppose  you  would  forgive  a  per- 
son nn  injiirv  lie  hnd  done  you,  no  matter  ho^ 
great?"  "Yes,"  she  said.  "Well,"  said  the  man. 
"I  know  the  story  you  told  to-night  is  true,  for  I  anj 
the  thief  you  told  about,  and  y.  .:r  reading  the  Bible 
and  your  prayer  that  night  led  to  my  becoming  a 
Christian.-   Sri. 


M   ' 
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THE  PAINTER  AND  THE  GIPSY  GIRL 

A  gipsy  girl  lived  the  wild  life  of  her  tribe,  iv  d 
had  been  cal'.ofi  in  by  a  German  painter,  that  he  might 
paint  her  pret+y  face.  She  had  never  been  in  an 
artist's  studio  before,  and  did  not  fail  to  notice,  on  the 
other  side  of  the  room,  an  unfinished  painting  of  the 
crucifixion  of  our  Lord.  One  day  she  asked,  "Master, 
wlio  Is  that  hanging  there?" 


I-IKES    PATHWAY.  „ 

^  ,:■,!:;,',":"  "^' "  ""*  '"■■  "■"'  "-^- '-»'-  hi. 

■•«.  no!    He  was  t),e  lifflt  mn„  tl,at  ..ver  lived  - 

stuib'i^'-l  ''"-'■,  ""  """  ■""'""  "'^''"^  '-•i'-l  ••«•"'■  into  the 
Hlud,o    o  l,uv,.  I„.r  picture  pai„te,|.  h„  ,„^^  ,.„„  f."/. 

«;  ^p.r,d.       A[„ste,-,    h.m    ,.„„    „,„    help   |„vi„„   „i„ 
\\l,o    ,„,,   »,,.v,   ,|„,|    f,„.   ,„„,      „  „  J^     '2i 

-■-  like  H,nl,0,r,nike  to  die  for  .,„,;•■•     .\„  |    Z 

v.-.tl,  „  Kad  l,e„rt,  si,..  „.ent  baek  , r  people  ' 

And  the  painter:' n,.„,„st„,el,   a.   with   ,rro„ 

^      s.spru.  „ent,l,e.er,lsla,„aMohi.  ,a.„rt      He 

Z\         \.  '""  '""'"  "^"  ''"If-fi'^isl-d  pieturo    in 

<..  Cl.r,.t,  and  hegan  a  fresh  one,  wit!,  a  heart  full  of 

a  n„.e,dorf.  crowd.  ea.:e .:;:::  t:  if- -":„T 
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heart,    «t    least,  thnt  ntory    went  homo,    for   beneath 
tho  picture  the  painter  laid  plnceil  the  wortls : — 

"I  did  nl!  thi-  f"r  lln'i-: 
Wliiit  hast  tliou  Woiii-  f(ir  Mi'." 

Count  Ziti/A'iidorf  tells  us  that  hr  "h-lt  he  would 
not  hf  ahlc  to  nn>;w(r  very  .  uieh.  and  prayed  to  tlie 
Saviour  to  draw  hini  into  the  (•oinuiuni<»n  of  ITs  Kuf- 
fori»it,"<."  Thou;,'  1  helifve  Zin/.endorf  became  a 
Chrifitiun  when  lu  ^  a  child,  yet  the  si^'ht  of  this 
painting  led  him  to  li\  for  the  Lord  ns  he  had  not 
done  before.  As  the  father  of  tho  United  Brethren 
in  Moravia,  we  know  how  well  he  ki>pt  hiH  pro- 
mise. 

TJie  gipsy  .i,'irl  came  to  see  the  picture,  too,  and 
the  artist,  happening  to  be  there,  found  her  weeping 
before  it. 

"O,  maL.er:"  .she  criL-d,  "He  died  for  you,  I  know; 
but  did  He  die  for  me—a  iKX)r  gipsy  girl?" 

And  now,  this  paint,  r,  knowing  by  experience 
something  about  the  lovt  of  Jesus,  could,  out  of  a 
full  heart,  and  with  a  drop  interest  in  that  dying 
Saviour,  tell  her,  as  he  couid  not  have  done  before,  the 
story  of  His  sufferir^s  and  death  in  our  stead;  and, 
pointing  to  ttii^  picture,  he  said,  "Yes,  He  died  for  you. 
1  love  Him  now;  won't  you?' 

With  tears  in  her  eyes,  she  asked:  "Did  He  really 
die    for    a    poor    gipsy    girl?     Then  I  will  love  Him 

too." 

Some  time  after  a  stranger  can.e  to  him  with  a 
message  from  a  gipsy  girl  who  was  dying,  to  ask  him 
to  come  to  her,  as  she  wished  at  once  to  see  him.     He 


v^ism^m^yn' .. : 
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wi-nt.  follow ing  tlu'  ^uulv  to  th..  fon.Kf  •  ,.„  I  H 

Iioor  1...*      I         »i  •  ion  M  ,   Mild   flliTi',    in   ft 

TI..r  .v..  »  I        '      •^'  '""  F'"'''"'hI  woniaiKl.lviri" 

".:k::i:^"::i':;i,?:;;,--; vr-'T 

O    tn<i.i»,.r_r      I-  >^"iii,  ,   sii,,   slowly   sail  , 

»'"-^'oiii^'-.fo--liv,.— „i,|,.    ,,i„    ..      ,,.,  ,""       ^~ 

away.  '  ^"•"  «'"'  P"««''(l 

Jim    what    shall    I    sav    to    tlm    .    .  ♦  .       . 

nev..,.  ,„v,.„  ,,..„;,  ■.,■'.:.,;:,""„""■ '■ 


■Hira  rnuny  tuiu's       \f,iv   I  ..  .      .  ■  •  "  j' <  u  (j 

«,i,  .„•„.,„...,:.  ,  '■  'T"|'""'  I"  >'•"  II,..  ,|,„.s.i„„ 


i«"  l.,l|-  ,.,v,ng  Hi,,,  „.|,„  ,|i,.,|  f,„  j,,„:,L..,.,., 
A  PRAYFR  FOR  WIND 

fl.pi,t  to  ,I,P  thron.  ,„  swift  .,„,  ,,.„„i„    r,  „,  „;„     " 

Ho    (H,„tc.th    „„t,    „,.it|,„   is    «0„rv         r  iff  ^,n    „ 

wImi      ,T.     ■■"'"■     "''  •'"'"■  ""''  '"■  '•'■"VV  to  ™„    i, 
p     n    ;  H       "','""'  '°  "'"■     Denm™as-wili-„M  , 

hL  :,':„";;." '^''""■- """ '™-"'-  -in  v„„i.,,  ,,,f,.,, 

l»o   ends.       It   „„„j.|,    „r,.    .^^   ,j,^ 

bo  a  „„„„  „ei,„  „t  ^H.  f^t.  I,  t„:  »„„.,:„;:] 

t..e  ra,„  „„•  .«,t  ,„  b,i„„  ,„,„.„j  ,^^  ,_.,,.j^^^_^  ^^  ^^^ 
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year  into  the  harvest,  man  must  plow  and  sow,  else 
there  will  be  no  harvest.  God  recognizes  and  uses 
human  agencies  in  the  carrying  forward  of  his  pur- 
poses. This  has  its  illustration  in  an  incident  in  the 
life  of  Hudson  Taylor.  He  was  a  man  of  great  faith 
in  God,  as  well  as  a  great  missionary.  When  he  first 
went  to  China,  it  was  in  a  sailing  vessel.  Very  close 
to  the  shore  of  a  cannibal  island  the  ship  was  be- 
calmed, and  it  was  slowly  drifting  shoreward.  The 
savages  were  eagerly  anticipating  a  feast.  The  captain 
came  to  :Mr.  Taylor  and  besought  him  to  pray  for  the 

help  of  God. 

"I  will,"  said  Taylor,  "provided  you  set  your  sail 

to  catch  the  breeze." 

The  captain  declined  to  make  himself  a  laughing 
stock  by  unfurling  sails  in  a  dead  calm. 

Taylor  said,  "1  will  not  undertake  to  pray  for  the 
vessel  unless  you  will  prepare  the  sails." 

And  it  was  done.  The  missionary  retired  to  his 
state-room  to  pray.  While  engaged  in  prayer,  there 
was  a  knock  at  his  door. 

"Who  is  there?" 

The  captain's  voice  responded,  "Are  you  still  pray- 
ing for  wind?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  said  the  captain,  "you'd  better  stop  pray- 
ing, for  we  have  more  wind  than  we  can  well  man- 
age." 

And,  sure  enough,  when  but  a  hundred  yards  from 
shore,  a  strong  wind  had  struck  the  sails  of  the  boat, 
so  that  the  cannibals  were  cheated  out  of  their  human 
prey. 
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Sails  are  made  to  catch  the  wind.  This  part  of 
the  prajer.  namely,  the  spreading  of  the  sail  th. 
sailors    cou  d  do        Tf  k^j  i         J,  "'   ^ne 

wind  ^'^^"^"^  ^«  ^'^^^  to  Bend  the 

prayer  in  your  heart  o    YoullT      ^        ^'""^  ^^^'^ 

house      When  fhrni;       ?    l        '""  *^^  ^"^^'  ^»  y«»^- 
use.     vvnen  the  chariots  that  brine  us  fhn  K)«c  • 

do  rumble,   their  whepJ..  .1^  V  blessings 

hear  the  prave     in  '^""^  ''"''  '*'*"^^''-     ^e 

becomes  treTlce^rrthr'^  '''"'l\  "^"'  *'^^  ^^^^^ 

the  cloud  foreshL  iJo  h      ;r"'  '^"^"^-     ^^^"  ^^ 
blade  is  fhn  ,'!"''' ^*^  *h^  blessing;  even  as  the  green 

rm^.-meetin,  „.e  have  i„  n,i„,-„,u„  tn/;  11'";^^^:: 
of  power  for  ,he  Ch,,,-.-!,   to.,,^,.    an,,  o^vo^l  tv 


Love,    th 


that  «h,eh  st.rs  and  purifies  the  conseience.-Ci 
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Wlu'ii  I  was  a  yoinijT  hoy,  before  I  was  a  Christian, 
I  was  in  a  fiohl  one  (hay  with  a  man  wlio  was  lioeing. 
He  was  wet'pinij;,  and  he  told  me  a  straiij^'e  story,  wliieli 
I  liave  never  forgotten.  Wlien  lie  h-ft  home  his  Jiiotlier 
gave  liim  this  text:  "Seek  first  the  kingdom  of  (lod." 
But  he  paid  no  lieed  to  it.  Hi'  said  when  he  got  set- 
tled in  hfe,  and  his  anil)iti()n  to  got  money  was  grati- 
fied, it  would  l)e  tiirie  enough  then  to  seek  the  kingdom 
of  God.  He  went  from  one  \  lUage  to  another.  i)ut  got 
notliiiig  to  do.  When  Sunday  came  lie  went  into  a 
viUage  ehurcdi,  and  what  was  his  great  sur])rise  to  hear 
the  minister  give  out  the  text,  "Seek  first  the  kingdom 
of  God."  The  text  went  down  to  the  l)ottom  of  lii.s 
fieart. 

He  went  away  from  that  town,  and  at  tlie  end  of 
a  week  went  into  anotlter  church,  and  he  heard  the 
minister  give  out  the  same  text,  "Seek  first  the  king- 
dom of  God."  He  felt  sure  this  time  that  it  was  the 
prayers  of  his  mother,  but  he  said  calmly  and  de- 
liberately : — 

"No;  T  will  first  get  wealthy." 

He  said  he  went  on,  and  did  not  go  into  a  church 
for  a  few  months,  but  the  first  place  of  worship  he 
went  into,  he  heard  a  third  minister  preaching  a  ser- 
mon from  the  same  text.  He  tried  to  stifle  his  feel- 
ings, to  get  the  sermon  out  of  his  mind,  and  resolved 
that  he  would  keep  away  from  churches  altogether, 
and    for  a   few   years  did   keep  out  of   God's  house. 

"My  mother  died,"  he  said,  "and  the  text  kept 
coming  up  in  my  mind,  and  I  said.  'I  will  try  to  become 
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a  Christian.'  "  The  tear.s  rolled  down  his  c-h.  -1-  . 

continued.      "I -uld  not ;  no  senno,   e  ^   o       ^ri  ^ 
;;;.;;-..  as  hard  a.  that  stone,'  pointi!;^^^^^^ 

was  converted,  and  the  first  thou,    t  t  ,   t  ! 

WHS  about  this  man.     ^Vhen        o     ,  T    /  "" 

mother:—  '^  '''''   ^  "^'^^''*  my 

'Is  Mr.  r livi.  J  i„  s„^,1j  ^  pia^,..,., 

..ml  ,   d       „"'"'""•'"■   '-  »««■  mo  ho  poi„t«l  to  ,n„ 
r,^         r/"""^  "'""•   ■^-1<  «-t  the   ld„,,l„,„   of 


AWFUL,  BUT  TRUE 

A  vo„n„  hnvyer  won  and  marHed  a  vounc,  hulv  who 
as  the  obj.^et  of  her  parents'  refined"  affec^t ions       nd 

tlu.    a j^nteo    all  the  circles  of  her  nnn..ro„s  fnen,; 
A   henut.fu    eotta.e.  elegantly  located,   ard  h.auti- 

r^.  r::;^'  '^ '-:  ^^^^'"^^^  -^  ^^^  ^-^^  ^f  ti!^ 

f^n-l  w>,,an  to  ply  the  sparklino-  .„las.s.     Warnings  from 
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the  Bible,  entreaties  from  his  devoted  partner,  the 
solemn  pleading,  of  his  friends,  coutd  not  arrest  his 
downward  path. 

One  fierce  winter's  night  he  came  home,   reeling 
through  the  snow,  and  found  his  wife  in  a  miserable 
cold  room,  an  invalid,    and    trying  to    keep  her    two 
babes  warm.     The  drunken  madman  swore  he  would 
soon  have  it  warm  enough.     Midnight  came.      The 
tempest  had   increased;   the   elements  were  ni  fierce 
conflict,   while  the  raging  fiend  in  human  form  was 
within     How  he  fired  his  home  will  never  be  known. 
The  -flames,  fanned  ny  the  wind,  drove  the  wife  out 
bearing  her  darlings,  to  face  the  awful  tempest.      A 
quarter  of  a  mile  off  stood  the  nearest  house.     Soon 
exhausted,  she  sank  down  in  the  deep  snow,  with  her 
helpless   babes   clinging    to    their    mother.        A   tew 
moments  sufficed  to  reduce  their  lonely  home  to  ashes. 
In   the   morning   the  sobered   author  of   this   ruin, 
with   the  parents  and   friends,   were   searching    under 
snow-drifts  for  the  lost  ones.     At  length,   wrapped  m 
a  spotless  winding  sheet,  they  were  found.      \\  hi  e  as 
marble,  the  lovely  features    of  the  mother    disclosed 
frozen,  silent  tears  on  her  cheeks,  and  cherub  forms 
clasped  in  her  arms. 

What  changed  that  promising  young  lawyer  to  a 
fiend  ^  Who  murdered  those  two  innocent  babes  cling- 
incr  to  the  dead  form  of  the  fond  mother?  Who  de- 
stroved  that  happy  home,  blighted  the  fondest  hopes^ 
and" blotted  out  the  young  life  of  that  devoted  w.  e  and 
affectionate  motlier-  The  skeleton  fingers  of  that 
silent  form  point  to  the  .aloon  as  the  place  where  tb  ^ 


li^i.    f  )iK3^£i«sdt^ir* 
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man  became  the  fiend,  and  to  the  rum-seller  as  the 
guilty  party. 

"Woe  unto  him  that  giveth  his  neighbor  drink,  that 
puttest  thy  bottle  to  him  and  makest  him  drunken 
also."    Hah.  2:15.— Sel. 

HIS  PRAYER  WAS  ANSWERED 

Eli  Perkins  tells  the  following  anecdote,  which  wae 
related  to  him  by  Bishop  Vincent: — 

"The  swintest  denth  T  .vt-r  saw."  said  Dr.  Vincent, 
"was  that  of  a  little  boy." 

"Ho"'  was  it?"  I  asked. 

"Weii,  part  of  the  wall  of  a  burnt  hou.se,"  said  the 
doctor,  'had  fallen  on  a  little  seven-year-old  boy  and 
terribly  mangU-d  him.  I.iving  in  the  neighborhood,  I 
was  called  to  see  the  stricken  household.  The  little 
sufferer  was  in  intense  agony.  :Most  of  his  ribs  were 
broken,  his  breastbono  crushed,  and  one  of  his  Hmbs 
fractured  in  two  places.  Flis  breathing  wan  short  and 
difficult.     He  was  evidently  dvin" 

"I  spoke  a  few^  words  to  him  of  Christ,  the  ever- 
present  and  precious  friend  of  children,  and  then,  with 
his  mother  and  older  sister,  knelt  before  his  bed.  Short 
and  simple  wae  our  prayer.  Holding  the  child's  hand 
in  mine,  I  repeated  the  children's  gospel: — 

"  'Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  Me  and  for- 
bid them  not,  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven.' 

"He  disengaged  his  hand  from  mine,  and  folded 
his.  We  rose  from  our  knees.  His  mind  began  to 
wander.  He  called  his  mother,  'I'm  sleepy  mamma, 
and  want  to  eay  my  prayers.' 
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^     Do  so    my  darhng/  replied  the  sobbing  mother. 
^ow   I   lay   nie-down-to  sleep,     I    pray    the 
^-rd    my  soul-to  keep-If-I-.hoild-dle-' 

And  then  he  was  beyond  the    river  of   death  '- 

OC'l. 

SHUT  YOUR  EYES,  MAMMA.    IT  LL    BE    ALL 
RIGHT  THERE 

There  was  a  family  who  lived  in  the  City  of  Detroit 
who  were  dependent  npon  a  little  child  f^r  the  sun-' 
hme  of  the.  lives.     The  young  wife  and  mother  .as 
Btncken  down  to  die.        When  the   family  physician 
called  them  together,  and  in  hi.s  solemn  way  intima  ed 
^  them  the  truth-there  was  no  hope,  then  the  ques 
ton  arose  among  them.  "Who  would  tell  her''"    Not 
the  aged  mother,  who  was  to  be  left  childless.       Not 
the  husband    who  was  walking  the  floor  with  clenched 
hands  and  rebellious  heart.    There  was  only  one  other 
and  at  thi.s  moment  he  looked  up  from  the  book  h^ 
had  been  playmg  with,  unnoticed  by  them,  and  a.sked 

"Is  mamma  doin'  to  die?" 

Then  without  waiting  for  an  answer,  he  sped  up- 
stairs as  fast  as  his  little  feet  would  carry  him  Friends 
and  neighbors  were  watching  by  the  sick  woman  Thev 
wondenngly  noticed  the  pale  face  of  the  child  as  he 
chmbed  on  the  bed  and  In.d  his  small  hand  on  his 
mother  s  pdlow. 

"Mamma,"  he  said,  in  sweet,  caressing  tones    "is 
you  'fraid  to  die?"  ' 


i«S^''iifc: 
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THE  CHILD  S  GUIDE 

aloud.     It  I  J  "  "  """"'•>■  ■"-'">«•  "oLb?,,. 

"What  is  ,.l,e  mattor.  my  dear  l,„le  fe||„„,.. 

Oh,  dear,  Tm  lost !  I'm  bet  •     „„  i  i         . 

Jesus!    Oh,  „,v  .vick.d  hoa  ^    H  """  "'"' 

hear,:-     I  h^,'  ,,,„  ^    ;.  ;  ;     "'  «■  -m  I  get  a  „ew 

Jeeu,  at  alL     j  „,„„„,,.  ,  ,  „.'  ''»«'  ""<■>•  loved 

I  never  did.    V.m'^^'l^'Zl"""'  '"'  ""^  '  "'-■ 
OH.  yo.r  .aid   ,.     ..„,,  ,„^^„^    ,„^  ,,_^,^^  ^^___^^^^^ 


Hiikfi^Ki^^«Mj^&vaai3ii^ii^st«aicaHH^^ 
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unto  me  1  will  in  no  wiso  east  out."  I  tri.d  to  tell 
him  how  the  Lord  Jesus  died  for  sinners  just  like  him. 
At  length  we  kneeled  down  in  one  of  the  pews,  and  in 
a  low  tone  we  prayed  together,  i.nd  the  little  hoy  asked 
God  to  take  away  his  wicked  heart,  and  help  him  to 
love  the  Saviour;  and  that  httle  boy,  I  beheve.  found 
Jesus  to  be  "the  child's  Guide  to  heaven,"  and  he  is 
here  to-day,  witli  a  smiling  face  and  a  sin;,nri<'  heart 
—Sel. 

A  DECISION  F0»^  DUTY 

On  the  northernmost  part  of  the  mainland  of  Hol- 
land, there  is  a  point  of  low  land  extending  nine  miles, 
unprotected  by  any  natural  defence  against  invasion 
by  the  sea. 

More  than  two  hundred  years  ago  the  inhabitants 
undertook  the  gigantic  task  of  raising  dykes  of  clay, 
earth,  and  stone;  and  now,  behind  shelter  of  the  em- 
bankment, numerous  villages  and  towns  are  safe  from 
their  powerful  enemy,  the  sea.  The  spire  of  Alkmond, 
a  town  of  ten  thousand  inhabitants,  is  on  a  level  with 
the  top  of  the  dyke.  A  master  is  appointed  to  oversee 
the  workmen  constantly  employed  in  watching  those 
dykes. 

A  century  ago,  one  November  night,  a  fierce  gale 
wae  blowing  from  the  north-west,  and  increasing  in 
fury  every  minute.  The  dyke-master  had  planned  to 
go  to  Amsterdam.  It  was  the  time  of  the  spring  tide. 
He  thought  of  the  dyke.  Should  he  give  up  his  plea- 
sant trip  to  Amsterdam? 

The  dvko ! 
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The  urgency  of  his  visit  was  great 
But  the  dyke ! 

His  friends  would  be  badly  disappointed  if  he  aid 
not  go  to  Amsterdam. 

But  the  dyke  I 

Inclination  against  duty.  It  was  six  o'clock;  the 
tide  had  tunied.  and  would  not  rise  till  twelve 

A  struggle :  hi*,  inclination  was  to  go;  his  ,lutv  was 
to  reman.     He  l^Ued  up  at   the  w,ld   and   fa^tl 
creas„,g  storn,   and  he  decided  to  go  with   all  speed 
to  his  post  of  duty.  ^ 

When  he  reachkl  the  <lyke.  the  men.  two  hur.d-e  I 
n   numlH-r.    were   in   utter  and   nhnost    hopeless   eo,.- 
fus.on.    The  storm  had  risen  to  a  hurricane.    They  had 
used  up  their  store  of  hurdles  and  canvas  in  striving 
o  check  the  mroads  of  their  relentless  foe.     Then  they 
shouted:  "Here's  the  ma.ster!  thanks  be  to  God'     Jl 
nght  now  !•;    The  master  placed  every  ,nan  at  his  px^st  • 
and  a  glonouH  battle  com,nenced-th,.  battle  of  men' 
agauLst  the  furious  ocean. 

centl-e  :!^  '"'^''"'  ''"'"'  '^"  ''''  "'*^  '"""'•^^  ^'^^-  'he 
"Help!   Help!" 
"What'.^;  the  m-itter?" 
"Four  stoTie^  oi.f  .,1  once  " 
"Where  I'" 
"Here." 

The  master  flung  a  rope  about  his  waist,  f<,nr  did 
the  san.e.  forty  hands  held  the  end«  of  the  ropes  as  the 
five   men    dided   down   the   sloping   side  of   the   dvke 
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li.e  waves  huff.t.cl  «,ul  K.ss.a  thom.  hnusc.l  tlu-ir 
l.rT>b8  and  bo.lics;  l.ut  they  closc-.l  np  the  breach  a„.l 
were  then  drawn  up.  Cries  ior  help  cun,o  from  all 
quartoPR. 

"Is  there  any  more  canvas?" 
"All  gone  !" 
"A'ly  more  hurdles?" 
"All  yone  I" 

"Off  with  your  eouts,  men,  and  thrust  them  in  the 
breach        shouted   the   master,    throwing  off   his  own. 
There  they  stcx^d.  half-naked,  in  the  raginj?  November 
storn,.     At    a   quarter   to   twelve.   o,dy    «    few    inches 
h.gher.  and  the  sea  would  rush  over  the  dvke.  and  not 
a  living  .soul  would  be  left  in  all  North  Holland      The 
coats  were  all  used  up.     The  tide  had  yet  to  rise  till 
midnight.     "Now,   my  men."   said   the   ma.ster    "we 
can  do  no  more.     Down  on  your  knees,  every  one  of 
you.  and  pray  to  God."    And  two  hundred  men  knelt 
on    he  shakmg.  trembling  dyke,  amid  the  roar  of  the 
storm  and  the   thunder  of  the  waves,   and  lifted  nr. 
their  hands  and  hearts  to  Him  who  could  say  to  the 
waves,    "Be  still!"   and,   as  of  old.    He   heard   them 
tnd  saved  them  out  of  their  trouble. 

And  the  people  of  Alkmond  were  eating  and  drink- 
ing, danemg  and  singmg.  and  never  knew  that  there 
was  but  an  inch  between  them  and  di>ath  durin-  that 
tenble  night.  A  country  was  saved  bv  one  man's  de- 
cision for  duty.— Sc^ 


No  gift  of  the  Spirit  lavished  upon  .Jesus  is  denied 
to  us.  if  we  seek  it  for  His  sake  al<,ne,  and  as  loyal 
and  uncompromising  servants  of  the  divine  counsels 


^^SSSKS^ 


^j:  ^  ^l^'!i^.Mimi 


IJFKS    I'ATUWW 

hi:roic  chinksk  convhrt 


9s 


:;:;;;.''■'■'''' ''-v'--''"^''  na.,,,.;:',.;  ;: 

^t-.      n,..nnt,.d,-,..sanu.,..,anapn.adu.da.ain. 
A^'MM,  th,.  ,..op|,.  treat..,l  hit,,  as  h.-forv       Wain  h. 

™f .    ""-'-l    --•>•   *'"•   'ii-    and    hi..,,,    and 
r.ord.u.sus    what  wilt  Thou  hav..„u.,o  do-      . W  j 

A'^.uu  th.  .noh  ralh.d  and  heat   hi,„  dow„ 

1   ..Yna,ist,.at..  s.nt  th..  poh..,..   u-ho  put   hin.   in  a 
^'^V      ,     r"'""    ='    ''^""  -I'-.n.,   on   whic-h   the   n.ob 

h   nd    huM,,h  the  ,rat,n,  of  th..  htthMvindow  ani  hoek- 

OIH-rl    tor   t he    iiio  )    to     It-   iMiL.t        U'l  ,1 

litt<.    Ii..   |.,vss,.,|    |„s    |,n,is,.,I    ,„„1    I Ji„„   f„„.    „„ 

agains.  „,„  ,„„,,,.  ,.„,,  ,^„  ^  ,.^,,_,^  ^^^  „,,»;,   in"! 
mo  v.,  „,       ,.,„„.,  ,,,„„,  J  ,„^,  ,.,_,    |_  ^^^  _^  p» 

o    I..    I  n„«l„  Hnisl,  ,„,  ,„„„..  „,,^       ,     ^     ^  -     ^ 


to   testify   the   Gospel   of 
20 :  24. ) 


th 


I 


o   cjrace  of  Ood. 


CAots 


t.i\-x-  u>ii.':-' 


so 


(JLEANED    FROM 


I  I 


His  battered  face  shoiu.  with  lioavi.nly  jov        Ho 
conquered  that  mob  by  th.  ,K>wc.r  <,t  a  douthloss  love 
And  now.  at  hiB  own  requoKt,  he  huK  beon  sent  to  that 
people  ns  hiH  regular  vhnri;v.~S,'l. 

A  MOCKER  PUNISHED 

Rpv.  Thomns  Graham,  the  noted  rovivaliHt,  preach- 
er  of  the  Erie  Confereneo  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal 
Church,  relates  the  following  sad  experience  : 

When    stationed    in    Fredonia.   a  girl    who    lived 
about  three  miles  from  that  place,  toward  Sheridan 
and  hnd  been  awakened  at  a  meeting  held  in  the  vil- 
lage by  me,  b,,t  who  refused  to  seek  religion,  went  to  a 
ball  on  \^     Inesday.  being  the  evening  following,  and 
bemg  bantered  about  her  religious  feelings,   to  prove 
to  the  contrary,  took  a  cloak,  and  throwing  it  down  in 
the  middle  of  the  floor,     called     it     her     "mourner's 
bench,     then,  taking  the  hand  of  a  young  man,  kneeled 
down   by  it  and  offered   a  mock   prayer.     That  very 
moment  she  was  struck  crazy.     Her  friends  got  her 
mto  a  sleigh  and  hurried  home  with  her.     A  physician 
was  sent  for  immediately,  but  it  was  of  no  use'.     She 
died,  crazy,     on    Friday     evening     about    the     same 
hour.      She  had    not    one    lucid    moment    until    she 
died.     It  was  emphatically    her    "mourner's  bench  " 
Her  lifeless  remains  were  carried  to  the  grave  the  fol- 
lowing  Sunday  in  Fredonia.   followed  bv  her  friends 
who  would  not  be  comforted.— Sf!?. 


Time  is  like  money,  the  less  you  have  of  it  to  spare 
the  further  we  make  it  go. — She 
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A  yoiinfi  lady,  on  brinj?  askod  hv  tho  Hov   Mr  E— 
«s  to  why  8hr  WAR  looking  ,m.,suul|y  ponsivo.  replied  ' 

I  had  Inst  n.Rht.  and  I  uill  not  be  ro  childi.h  a«  to  bo 
alarmod  ov.r  a  droam.  I  will  t.II  it  to  yon.  and  thon 
think  of  it  no  more." 

She  thon  rcpratod  as  follows  :— 

"I  dreamed  I  wa«  at  the  ball,  where  I  intend  to  go 
to-n,ght    Soon  after  I  was  in  the  rrx)m  I  was  taken  very 
ill.  and  they  gave  nne  a  smelling  bottle,  and  then  I  was 
brmight  home  into  this  R>om.       I  was  put  into  that 
ribow-cha.r  (pointing  to  it)   and  fainted  and  died.     I 
then  thought  I  was  carried  to  a  place  where  there  were 
A  great   nnmber  of  angefe   and   holy   people,   singing 
hymns  and  praises  to  God;  that  I  found  myself  very 
'■nhappy  there,  and  desired  to  go  fron.  the;ce       Mv 
conductor  said  that  if  I  did.  I  should  never  come  there 
«gam,     He  then  violently  whirled  me.  and  I  fell  down 
down-through   blackness,    and   flames,    and   sulphur' 
the  dread  of  which  awoke  me." 

The  minister  endeavored,  by  every  possible  am.,- 
ment.  to  dissuade  the  young  lady  from  going  to  the  ball 
that  night,  but  in  vain :  she  answered,  "I  will  go:  I  will 
not  be  so  foolish  as  to  mind  a  dream  I" 

She  did  go ;  and  soon  after  she  came  into  the  ball- 
room, she  was  taken  ill  and,  as  she  dreamed,  a  smell- 
ing-bottle wae  given  her.  She  was  carried  home,  into 
the  room,  and  put  into  that  very  elbow-chair  repre- 
sented in  the  dream.-she  fainted.-and  died  !-S^Z 


32 


GLEANED    FROM 


is    " 


Hi 


A  BABY  IN  JAIL 

It  was  a  <,,u.or  little  tot  of  a  ,m>1  who  put  in  an  an- 

Pearanc-e  at  a  Philadelphia  p<.liee-stati<.n.^nd,  l.xl  ', 

ro  n  one  of1,...,.  t<.  anotlu.,..    ..i.l.    "Di.i   von    put    nj 

mother  m  jail".'"  '         '  -^ 

The   ofH....,s    star...|    at    the    little    nn.I;,...    so   sn.ail 

tanon-„<.u.e.    an,l   won.le.v.l    .•,„,    she   n.eant.      Th   v 

:-'  ----t.'cl  a  tan,le,l-hain.d  wo,.an.  vvho  had  fou.4 

-at,nv.  andstonnedth.n,  in,h,velan.ua...s,  hut 

H.yd.dno,  dn.an,  that   this  ht,K.i„„oeent  thin.:  vva 
J-  <•''-!..      Hut   she   was.    and    th.    n.othe.   heard   h 
voiee  and  call,.,!  for  her. 

So   they  swun.  open   the  door  of  the  eorridor  and 
et  the  hahy  n,.      She  trotted  up  to  the  eell  d.K,r    and 

lookm,  „,,,,,,,  ..^Vhv.n.other.  are  vou  in  jail- 

ilu.    mother   shrank    haek,     ashamed.       The    child 

dropped  upon  her  knee,  on  the  stone  tloor.  and  elingi    . 

to  the  eold   hars.    he^an   to  pray  : 

"Nou-   I   lay   me   down   to  sleep,    and   I   hope   niv 

mother  will  he  let  out  of  jail.  ■'  ^  ' 

There  was  a  moisture  about  the  strong  policemen's 
eyes  as  they  led  the  little  thin,  away.  When  tlu  Ise 
came  mto  court,  the  jud.e  whispered  to  the  woman 
to  .o  home,  and  for  her  child's  sake  to  behave  Z 
mothers  should. 

Tt.  was  the  drink  that  made  the  mischief,  and  drink 
-  always  maku,.  mischief.     It  begins  with  a  little  for 

d.ath.     Many  a  fa.r.  bright  young  girl  has  tastod  of 


.•:;^ 


LIFE'S    PATHWAY. 


til...  ii 


33 

she 


this  poisoned   cup,   and   has   never    .onped 
reached  the  depths  of  sorrow  and  d  sp 'r 

'Look  not  upon  the  wine  when  ■'.    s  r  d 

M^i™teth  like  a  serpent,  and  stin,eth  like  an 

DOWNWARD   CAREER   AND    DEATH   OF   TOM 

A  ^voung  man  went  through  the  college  with  the 
h.ghest  honors:  his  record  and  character^ere  clean 
ancl  pure.  Ahout  the  time  that  he  graduated  he  met 
w.th  a  great  misfortune,  in  having  I  legacy  left  L 
of  forty  thousand  dollars.  "     ^  ™ 

wnr?^r''.",  ^"   "u"^'    "^''^"'"   ^   ^''^'^'^   down   to   life's 
work,  I  will  see  the  world." 

And  he  did  ^o.     He  was  of  a  nervous,  susceptible 
emperament     he  boarded  in  one  of  the  be  t  Tot  ^ 

IfterTeT";:'  '''T''     '  ^-'''  "^^  ^^"--  ^-'s  cour    .' 
tt  hi  1  ""  *'"^  ^^"^  *'"^^'  *h^  '-d'ord  said 

"Look  here,  you  and  I  know  each  other-   we  are 

fnendsh.p.     Now,  you  know  the  kind  of  house  I  mean 

be  fa  t,d,ous.  but  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  it.  ^  Thev 

a  noi.se  That  w.ll  not  do.  I  think  you  had  better  find 
-me  other  quarters.  We  r.re  friends  just  th  .am' 
as  — .  but^I  think  it  would  be  better  for  us  boThif 
you  would  shift  your  quarters. "  i  s  ootn  if 

And  he  d-d.  Now.  young  men.  where  did  he  goO 
ihd  he  go  to  a  more  respectable  house?  Vo-  he  went 
to  a  less  respectable  house.     Every  step  a  man  takes 
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m  this  course  is  down,  never  up;  never,  never!     He 

wen    where  he  could  make  a  little  more  noise  without 

roubhng  any  one.     When  he  was  too  noisv  for  that 

hey  ordered  him  away.     He  went  to  a  lo;-er  and  a 

lower  place ;  every  step  still  lower. 

Eight  years  passed   away.      He   was   seated    in    u 
grog-shop,^well,  I  can  hardly  describe  it.-it  was  a 
place  where  they  kept  bunks  for  men  to  sleep  off  the 
dnnk,  ana  where  a  certain  kind  of  food  called  "All-sort 
soup.     ^^^  provided  for  them.    It  was  a  most  wretched 
place.    He  sat  on  a  dilapidat<?d  chair,  destitute  of  liner, 
and  a  wretched  coat  buttoned  close  up  to  his  neck-  a 
greasy  cap  lay  on  his  forehead;  his  hair,   brown  and 
wavy,  was  yet  rich  and  glossy ;  one  foot  was  naked,  the 
other  was  thrust  into  an  old  India-rubber  shoe.    He  .  ,t 
there   with    his   feet   stretched   out,  his   arms   folded 
asleep  and  snoring.     Several  of  the  wretched  victims 
o.  this  vice  were  seated  around  the  room.    The  landlord 
came  in. 

heJtatnpr '"^  "'•  '""'    '''""'  "=  ^°"  '"^"^ 
''What  are  you  talking  to  me  in  this  way  for''" 
I  will  let  you  know  what  I  talk  in  this  wav  for- 
get out  of  my  house!" 
"What  do  you  mean?" 

"I  won't  have  you  hanging  around  here  any  longer- 
jou^have  become  a  complete  nuisance;  get  out  with 

"What  do  you  talk  to  me  in  this  way  for''" 
out.'"^  ^''"  let  you  know  what  I  mean  if  you  don't  get 

"Don't  lay  a  hand  on  me.     I  tell  you,  sir,  look  out 
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before  you  arouse  the  devil  in  me.  Don't  toucl.  me 
«  lat  do  you  talk  to  me  in  this  way  for?  When  I  first 
came  to  your  house,  you  treated  me  civilly;  you  took 
my  money  for  liquor  and  for  treating  others;  you  gave 
me  the  beet  bunk  in  your  house,  and  you  have  often 
put  me  to  bed  when  I  was  drunk.  What  do  you  talk 
to  me  m  this  way  for  now?" 

"What  do  I  talk  to  you  in  this  way  for?  Because 
you  are  not  the  same  man  you  were  when  vou  first 
came  here. 

"I  am  not  the  san.e  man,   am   1?     That  is  true 
Don  t  lay   your  hand  on  me,  I  say.     He  says    I    am 
not  the  same  man   I   was  when   I  fi^t  came  to  his 
house.       Now,  I  will  go;    you  need    not  put  me  out; 

I  don  t  look  hke  it,  and  I  don  like  it.     Ix)ok  at 

me,  and  see  what  you,  and  sue     as  you,  have  made 
me.     I  remember  when  I  delivered  the  salutatory  to 
my  class,  and  now  I  am  a  nuisance.     Now  I  will  go 
Good-by."  ^  ' 

He  staggered  forth  and  fell  in  tho  gutter  They 
picked  him  up  and  brought  him  back  to  the  house 
ihe  man  would  not  allow  him  to  be  brought  in  so 
they  put  him  in  a  cellar  op  a  heap  of  straw.  They 
found  out  who  he  was,  and  sent  for  an  old  college 
classmate,  who  was  practising  as  a  lawyer  in  that  city 
He  came  to  him,  and  said,— 

''\yhy,  Tom,  old  fellow,  is  that  you?" 

"Yes,  all  there  is  left  of  me." 

"This  is  bad  business,  Tom." 

"Yes,  as  bad  as  it  could  be." 

"Don't  say  that,  old  fellow.      I  have  come  to  get 
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you  up  and  take  care  of  you.  I  am  not  going  to  leave 
you  till  I  get  you  on  your  feet  again." 

"No,  it  is  too  late;  I  shall  never  stand  on  mv  feet 
again;  I  sha'l  die  where  I  lie.  He  says  I  am  not  the 
same  maa  that  I  was,  and  I  shall  die  here;  I  want  to 
die  here;  I  have  no  hope." 

"Why,  Tom,  don't  talk  like  that  old  fellow.  Pon't 
you  remember  the  good  old  times?" 

"Yea,   I  remember  them." 

"Well,  now,  just  cheer  up." 

"I  cannot  cheer  up.  Jem,  Jem.  will  you  kiss 
me?" 

The  friend  turned  and  pressed  his  lips  to  the  bloated 
face  of  the  dying  man,  who  then  said,  "It  i,^  "ettina 
dark!"  -     ^    « 

"But,  Tom,  Tom,  dear  fellow,  remember  Him 
who  said,  'Come  unto  Me  all  ye  that  labor  and  are 
heavy  laden.'  " 

"Too  late,  Jem.  Don't  leave  me  !  Oh.  it  is  "ettintr 
dark!" 

Straightening  himself  up,  while  convulsions  shook 
his  frame,  he  said,  "This  is  the  Imt  act  of  the  play 
that  is  played  out,"  and  he  fell  back  dead. 

Oil,  my  friends,  it  is  an  awful  risk  to  take  a  wrong 
direction.  Young  men,  do  you  know  what  the  appe- 
tite for  drink  is?  God  forbid  you  should  ever  know 
by  your  own  experience.— J.  B.  Govgh. 


The  saloon  bar  is  the  altar  on  which  the  drunkard 
offers  up  the  precious  gem  of  manhood,  the  virtue  of 
his  home,  and  the  jewels  of  childish  innocence  God  has 
set  in  his  life. — Sel. 
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ONLY  A  VOTE 

A  local  contest  was  going  on  in  W ,  and  Mrs. 

Kent  was  trying  to  influence  her  husband  to  vote 
"No  License."  Willie  Kent,  six  years  old,  wa«,  of 
course,  on  his  mamma's  side.  The  night  before  election 
Mr.  Kent  went  to  see  Willie  safe  in  bed,  and  hushing 
his  prattle,  he  said : 

"Now,  Willie,  say  your  prayers." 

"Papa,  I  want  to  say  my  own  words  to-night,"  he 
replied. 

"All  right,  my  boy;  that  is  the  best  kind  of  pray- 
ing," answered  his  father. 

Fair   was   the   picture,    as   Wiliie,    robed    in    white, 
knelt  at  his  father's  knee,  and  prayed  reverently : 

"()  dear  Jesus,  do  helj)  i)apa  to  vote  'no  whi.skey' 
to-moiTow.     .Amen." 

Morning  came;  the  village  was  alive  and  excite- 
ment. Women's  hands,  madt>  hard  by  toil,  were 
stretched  t.j  God  for  help  in  the  decision.  The  day 
grew  late,  and  yet  Mr.  Kent  had  not  been  to  the  poles. 
Willie's  prayer  sounded  in  his  ears,  and  his  troubled 
conscience  said:  "Answer  your  boy's  petition  with 
your  ballot."  At  last  he  stood  at  the  polling  place 
with  two  tickets  in  his  hand — one  "License,"  and  the 
other  "Xo  License."  Sopliistry,  policy,  avarice  said: 
"Vote  License,"  conscience  echoed:  "No  liicense." 
After  a  moment's  hesitation,  he  threw  away  the  "No 
License"  ticket  and  put  the  license  in  the  box.  The 
next  day  it  was  found  that  the  contest  was  so  close  it 
needed  but  one  vote  to  carry  prohibition.  In  the  after- 
^oon  Willie  found  a  "No  License"  ticket,  and  having 
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o  find  th         '  'T  ""''  "'^  '"'^^«^^^^'  '''  «*-t^  out 
wrong    and  m  Ins  eagnrness  he  flew  along  the  sheets 
The  saloon  men  were  having  a  jubilee,  and  the  hieh' 
waya  were  filled  with  drunken  rowdies;  but  little  WiUie 
rushed  on  through  the  unsafe  crowd.     Hark!  a  pistol 
shot   from   a   dnmkcn   quarrel,    a  pierced   heart     and 
sweet  Willie  Kent  had  his  death-wJund.     The;  Lr  :' 
h.m  home    o  his  mother.     His  father  was  quickly  sum 
moned,   .nd  the  first  swift  thought  that  came  to  him 
as  he  stood  over  his  Hfeless  boy,  wa. :     "Willie  will 
never  pray  again  that  I  may  vote  'No  whiskey  '  " 

..•fH^^^''^."  u  ^T^'-  ''"'  "^■'*^^'  '^^  ^^J^  ^"  his  own  the 
little,  cold  hand,  and  there,  between  the  fingers  firmlv 

clasped  was  the  "No  License"  ballot  with  which  the 
brave  httle  soul  thought  to  change  the  verdict  of  yes- 
terday.—Sci. 

A  TERRIBLE  RESOLVE 

A  number  of  young  men.  while  preaching  the 
Gospel  at  a  country  fair,  were  set  upon  bv  a  band  of 
roughs  who  did  their  best  to  insult  and  a^nov  them 
A  week  afterwards,  the  ringleader,  while  drinkinrr 
with  a  companion,  reverting  to  their  previous  conduct" 
said.  We  11  drink  together,  we'll  live  together  we'll 
die  together,  and  we'll  go  to  hell  together." 

This  was  spoken  on  Thursday,  and  on  the  following, 
baturday.  whilst  working  on  the  scaffold  of  a  buildin^r 
h.8  foot  slipped,  he  foil  backwards,  and  a  large  stone 
which  was  being  carried  up  fell  on  his  head,  and  in  a 
moment  he  was  in  eternity. 


' 
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Reader,  "God  is  not  mocked,"  and  "He  that  being 
often  reproved,  hardeneth  his  neck,  shall  suddenly 
be  destroyed,  and  that  without  remedv."  (Proverbs 
29:1.)— .SVr 


' 


, 


MOTHER'S  LAST  LESSON 

A  mother  lay  dyinp.  Her  little  .'ion.  not  knowing 
of  the  sorrow  coming  to  him,  went,  as  was  his  custom, 
to  her  chamber,  sayinp  : 

"Please  to  teach  me  my  verse,  mamma,  and  then 
kiss  ine  and  bid  me  good-night !  I  am  very  sleepy,  but 
no  one  has  heard  me  say  my  prayers." 

"Hush!"  said  a  lady  who  was  wat<,'hing  beside  her, 
"your  dear  mother  is  too  ill  to  hear  your  prayers  to- 
night," and  coming  forward,  she  sought  gently  to  lead 
him  from  the  room. 

Roger  began  to  sob  as  if  his  heart  would  break.  "I 
cannot  go  to  bed  without  saying  my  prayers — indeed, 
I  cannot." 

The  ear  of  the  dying  mother  caught  the  sound. 
Although  she  had  been  in.sensible  to  everything  around 
her,  the  sob  of  the  darling  aroused  her  from  her  stupor, 
and  turning  to  her  friend,  she  desired  her  to  bring  her 
son  to  her. 

Her  request  was  granted,  and  the  child's  golden 
hair  and  rosy  cheeks  nestled  beside  the  cold  face  of  the 
dying  mother. 

"My  son,"  she  whispered,  "repeat  this  verse  after 
me,  and  never  forget  it:  'When  my  father  and  my 
mother  forsake  mo,  then  the  Lord  will  take  me  up.'  " 

The  child  repeated  it  two  or  three  times,  and  said 
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his  little  prayor.     Then   he  kis«P,l  fh         ij   . 

v^'ont  quietly  to  his  bed       l  Z  '""^^  ^'^^  ""^ 


ig  as  h 


e  lives.— Ser 


NO  TIME  TO  DIE 


early  in  the  morning."  ""  ''°  »° 

snnf.'l  n"-  ^'"''''■'  ""-^  """•"'"«•   "■"■•«'<=■•'-.   tl.ov  ro- 
sumeu  their  wnrU    «•!  ;,.u  •    ,     .  -    ^^ 

of  Cvin.  for  «on,o  years  loL,"         *"""  """^  "'™^'" 
The  nort  morning,    when    „t  breakfast    with    hi» 
f»m..y.  n  friend  ealied  and  «„icl.  "Nfr    Darno  I    ,, 
you  heard  of  the  death  of  Mr    Bro«-r,-  '     "'" 

Ble..ed  is  ho  who  lives  in  God,  who  incarnates  love 
pur^y,  hohness,  who  manifests  the  Divine,  and  whom 
.;othm.  can  ever  divoree  fmm  the  oneness  he  ha«  w^h 


the  Infinite  and  Eternal  Life.— .4.  TT' 


Martin. 
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\\.ll.ajn  Kussell.  the  subject  of  this  skotoh.  was 
Hon>  ,„  England;  p,k1.  whil,.  in  hi«  vouth.  was  led  to 
Jesus  under  the  straight  preaching  oi  a  dear  old  saint 
of  (lod. 

At  the  age  of  seventeen  he   heean.e  a  teacher  in 
the   Sabbath  school,   a  position   he  held   .intil   leaving 
or  Canada  in  ]88r..      He  expected  to  return  in  about 
two  years,   but  God  designed  otherwise 

anlu^/'^  ''";  '"^"""''  ^^  *'"  ''"'"  «-o^'i«tes.   Satan 
gamed   advantage  over  him.    a,.d   he   beean.e   careless 
and  neghgent  in  his  duties  toward  God,   so  that  the 
joy   that  once  filled   his   so,.l   departea,    and   love   no 
longer  re.gned  suprcTne.     Then  came  a  great  trial      A 
young  lady  in  England,  whom  he  expected  soon  would 
become    his    wife,    was   suddenly    calle,!    awav.      She 
ion   a  glowmg   testim.ony   behind.        Among   her   last 
words  were:   "Jesus  has  come   for  me;"   'Mesus  has 
opened  a  place  for  me."    Her  mes..age  to  Willie  was: 
1  will  be  watching  for  you  on  the  heavenly  shore  " 
God  used  this  bereavement  to  bring  him  to  repent- 
ance.      Soon  the  healing  balm  was  poured  in,  peace 
spoken  to  his  soul,  and  he  was  restored  to  the  favor 
of  God.     From  that  time  his  life  was  one  of  deep  piety 
Be   had  an  extremely  tender  conscience,   and   would 
weep  ,n   penitence^  if  ho  felt  that  in  anv  wav  he  had 
grieved  God. 

In  1805  he  connected  himself  with  the  Holiness 
Movement  Church,  and  was  led  into  the  experience 
of  entire  sanctification.     This  work  of  grace  gave  him 
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Buch  freedom  and  happiness  that  the  ompIoyeeB  at  the 
car-shops,  where  he  sometimes  worked,  called  him 
"Happy  Billy." 

While  on  duty  on  the  ().   A.  A    I'.   S.   Hnilroad  in 
January.   1897.  an  aceident  oceurred  in   which   he  lost 
his  life.     The  freight  train  on  which   he  travelled  ran 
into  an  open  .switch.     Lcvin^r  the  rails,  it  plunjyed  over 
an  emhanktnent.  the  escaping  steam  scaldin-  him  in 
a  fearful  manner.     He  lived  alK)nt  iour  hours,  during 
which    time    he   preached    powerful   sennons   to   those 
around  him.     Men  from  all  directions  hurried  to  the 
scene   in   order  to  give    assistance,    and    he   exhorted 
them   to   prepare   to   m«et  their  Go<l.     As   the   relief 
train  was  bearing  him  toward  the  City  of  Ottawa,  he 
enquired  of  one  who  stood  by:  "Do  you  think  we  will 
reach    it'.'"      (Meaning    the    city,    and     be  *-vo     death 
cam.e.)     Then  he  .said:   "I  have  but  on,-        .ire.   and 
that  is  to  see  my  wife  and  loved  ones."     When  he  felt 
that  he  would  not  live  to  see  them,  he  said  :  "Give  my 
love  to  Hannah,  and  tell  her  to  take  gcwd  care  of  the 
children." 

For  a  time  tlie  pain  was  almost  beyond  endurance, 
but  as  death  drew  near  he  seemed  nomewhat  easier. 
The  men  gathered  around  him,  with  tear-dimmed  eyes, 
and  listened  eagerly  to  catdi  his  dying  words.  The 
love  of  God  welling  up  in  his  heart,  and  the  foretaste 
of  the  glory  .so  soon  to  be  his.  caused  him  to  burst  out 
singing  that  beautiful  hvmn  :— 


My  Jpsns  I  love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art  mine. 
For  Theo  all  the  follies  of  sin  I  re.sign ; 
My  praciou.s  Redeemer,  niy  Saviour  art  Thou. 
Tf  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je.sus,  'tis  now. 
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1  loved  Thee  bctaUHe  Thou  hant  first  lovotl  mc, 
And  I  urchased  my  pardon  on  Calvary's  tre«'; 
I  love  Thee  for  wearing  the  thorns  on  Thy  brow, 
If  ever  I  lovoil  Thee,  my  .Testis,  'tia  now. 

When  he  reached  the  third  verse  his  strength  foiled, 
and,  turning  to  one  by  his  side  he  asked  him  to  finish 
it,  while  his  happy  spirit  followed  the  lines — 

I'll  love  Thw  in  life.  I  will  love  Thee  in  death. 
And  praiBe  Thee  iw  lon«  as  Thou  lendest  me  breath ; 
And  say.  when  the  d.-ath  dew  lies  cold  on  my  brow. 
If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

Then  looking  up,  with  his  face  all  aglow  with  the 

light  of  heaven,  he  exclaimed  : — 

"I  see  Jo«4us!  He  is  coming  to  receive  me." 

A  moment  more  and  his  haj)py  spirit  was  forever 

w  th  his  Saviour.— Wo«rt  /?.   Prif chard. 

KEEP  ON  PRAYING 

James  Smith,  an  English  lal)orer  in  th«>  navy  yard 
on  the  Than  jul  a  little  hoy.   Johnnie,   says  the 

Wes^lcyan  Mrtliuamf.  James  was  a  very  intemperate 
man.  After  the  death  of  his  wife,  sorrow  kept  him 
sober  for  a  while,  but  he  took  to  his  cup  agrun,  and, 
afi  poor  Johnnie  expressed  it,  "got  badder  and  badder 
all  the  time." 

One  night  the  drunkard  awoke,  a  most  uncommon 
thing  for  him  at  such  an  hour,  and  lay  very  still,  for  he 
heard  a  sound.  It  was  his  motherless  boy  praying  by 
his  bed-side.  He  heard  him  say,  "Please,  God,  make 
daddy  a  better  man,  for  Jesus'  *,ake." 

James  Smith  could  not  sleep  atiy  more.     He  rose 
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nil  Thai  ""'  ;"'"\^'  '-^  -^"^  He  carno  J.orne 
ea  ly  that  n.ght  w.tho.a  having  tnken  a  drop  of 
l.quor.       H.H  heart  .as  melted.       He  said  to  Johnnie : 

ieIl^i:;::::?'"^^'^"''^''-^'^^'^-^'«^^-wc,th- 

JohnniM   told    him   it   was   [..eauHe   he   loved   him  • 
and  besue.  he  h,.]  been  to  a  Sunday  class  where  the' 
oacher  had  taught  him   the  commandment.   "Honor 
thj  father  and  thy  mother." 

The  prayer  was  answered.     James  Smith  reformed 
r.nd  from  that  time  lived  a  steady  Christian  man.-Sd.' 

DIED  WITHOUT  HOPE 

''The  following  sad  incident,"  writes  Evangelist  E. 
C.  Sell,  was  related  to  me  by  a  brother  minister  some 
time  ago : 

"A  young   tobacconist,     a     bridegroom    of     three 

months,  died  of  spinal  meningitis  at N  C     in 

1892.     He  had  never  accepted  Chrisf.     In  his  lasfc'ill- 
ness  he  wa.s  visited  twice  by  the  Methodist  minister, 
who  was  forbidden  by  the  attending  physician  to  sneak 
to  him  on  the  subject  of  religion.     ConKequenth^    he 
died  without  anyone  speaking  to  him  on  that  subject 
Hm  hnde   was  sent  from   the  room,   nnd  when  death 
came  and  did  its  work,  someone  had  to  tell  her  that 
her  husband  wa.s  dead.     A  lady  friend  accepted  the  sad 
^uty.     Jus    at  this  juncture,  the  same  miirister  entered 
the  room  of  the^ grief-stricken  woman,  and  she  said  to 
him     My  dear  brother,  if  you  have  any  words  of  con- 
solation to  offer,  speak  them  now.     I  never  expected 
tms.     1  felt  that  his  strong  arm  would  protect  me  from 
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the  uorkl:  but  MOW  hrS  .l.u.l-n.y  Jc,hn„i..'K  cK-iul- 
and  th.  womt  of  all  i«.  h.  died  without  h<,p.._ho'H 
lost  I.,ft,„«  her  hftiids  toward  heaven,  she  cried  'O 
tod.  I  en„-t  Htand  it:  if  Johnnie  in  in  hell,  let  me  go 
here  tcxv"  She  eor.tinue.l.  'Knives  can't  hurt  like 
th.s:  hre  cant  burn  to  torture  like  this;  bh.wH  can't 
fall  fHst  and  thick  enough  to  woun.l  like  tins  Can  it 
b.'  ,K.ssible  my  Johnnie's  lo«t :'  Save  n.e.  (>  God.  from 
the  knowledfie  of  thin  thou^'ht.' 

Poor   wo.nan  !      May   the   ^.,od    Fx^rd   comfort    her 
Surely  death  t<.  the  sinner  is  a  hi<|eous  mor.ster,  filli,,. 
he  hearts  and  homes  with  sorrow;  but  thanks  be  unto 
Ood,  to  th-  Christian,  it  is  the  nu-snen-er  of  release  " 
— orl. 
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IN   SIGHT   OF   THK   CRYSTAL   SEA 

I  sat  alone  with  life's  niernoru's 

In  si^ht  (if  the  crystal  seii. 
And  F  saw  the  throne  of  the  .tiu-crowiu.l  „nes 

>\ith   nevtT  a  crown  for  itie; 
And  then  th.-  v.,ic,.  „f  t\w  Jiui'^'e  sai,!   "Come." 

Of  the  Judge  on  the  great  white  throm— 
And    I   saw   the  Ktar-crowne<l    take   tFieir  st-ats, 

l.ut  none  could   I  call  i>iy  own. 

1  thought  nie  then  of  my  ehildhrxul  days. 

The  prayer  at  my  mother's  knee, 
Of  the  wunsels  grave  my  father  gave— 

The  wrath  I  was  warned  to  flee. 
I  said:  "Is  it  then  too  Fate,  too  late? 

Shut  without  must   I  stand  for  aye'? 
And  the  Judge,  will  He  say,  T  know  you  not.' 

Howe'er  I  may  knock  and  pray'?" 
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I  thought,  I  thought  of  the  days  of  God 

I'd  wasted  in  folly  and  sin — 
Of  the  times  I  mocked  when  the  Saviour  knocked, 

And  I  would  not  let  Him  in. 
I  thought,  I  thought  of  the  vows  I'd  made, 

When  I  lay  at  death's  dark  door— 
"Would  He  spare  my  life,  I'd  give  up  the  strife, 

And  serve  Him  for  evermore." 

I  heard  a  voice  like  the  voice  of  God : 

"Remember,  remember,  My  son! 
Remember  thy  ways  in  the  former  days. 

The  crown  that  thou  might'st  have  won!" 
I  thought,  I  thought,  and  my  thoughts  ran  on. 

Like  the  tide  of  a  sunless  sea — 
"Am  I  living  or  dead?"  to  myself  I  said, 

"An  end  is  there  ne'er  to  be?" 

It  seemed  as  though  I  awoke  from  a  dream, 

How  sweet  was  the  light  of  day ! 
Melodious  sounded  the  Sabbath  bells, 

From  towers  that  were  far  away! 
I  then  became  as  a  little  child. 

And  I  wept  and  wept  afresh; 
For  the  Lord  had  taken  my  heart  of  stonp. 

And  given  a  heart  of  flesh. 

Still  oft  I  sit  with  life's  memories. 

And  think  of  the  crystal  sei 
And  I  see  the  thrones  of  the  stuT-crowned  ones. 

And  I  know  there's  a  crown  for  me. 
And  when  the  voice  of  the  Judge  says.  "Come," 

Of  the  Judge  on  the  great  whit«  throne— 
I  know  'mid  the  thrones  of  the  star-crowned  ones, 

There  is  one  I  shall  call  my  own. 


.:v  y. 


LittI ;  grace  will  etand  but  little ;  much  grace  will 
endure  much ;  and  perfect  grace  never  fails. 
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TOUCHING  FIDELITY  OF  A  LITTLE  BOY 


It  was  a  forlorn  sight  in  the  police  station  that 
night-a  drunken  father,  blear-eyed  and  bloated,  to 
whose  hand  a  child  of  five  years  old  clung  with  h  tena- 
cious grasp. 

"What's  this  man  brought  in  for?"  asked  the  police 
sergeant. 

"Disorderly  conduct,  throwing  stones  at  people, 
cursing  and  swearing,"  was  the  reply. 

"Very  well,  put  him  into  the  cell.  But  stop;  there's 
the  child." 

The  little  fellow  was  an  exceptionally  beautiful  boy. 
He  had  grave  blue  eyes,  so  large  and  so  pitiful  that 
their  glance  appealed  to  the  sergeant's  stout  heart. 
His  complexion,  where  it  was  not  discolored  by  dirt 
and  tears,  was  the  finest  and  fairest.  His  lips  were 
like  cherries.  His  yellow  hair  curled  thickly  over  a 
noble-shaped  head. 

"That  man  has  seen  better  days,"  said  the  sergeant 
to  himself.  "Come,  my  boy,  your  father  must  go  in 
the  cell.    We'll  find  a  place  for  you,  somewhere." 

"No,  no,  sir;  O  no!"  cried  the  boy  in  a  terrified 
voice.  "I  go  with  father.  O  please,  don't  take  me 
from  my  father." 

"But,  child,  you  must.  See  here,  Colbert,  you 
nnist  take  the  child  away." 

'Twas  easier  said  than  done.  The  little  fellow 
caught  his  father's  hands,  clung  to  his  body,  which 
staggered  to  his  touch,  all  the  time  screaming  in  heart- 
broken tones  that  he  must,  he  would  30  with  his 
father. 
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Lm  m  lone,"  said  the  man,  seeming  to  come 
out  of  hie  stupor  for  a  moment.  "Don'  ye  see— he's 
got  nobody  but  me?    L'm  'm  'lone." 

"I  can't  allow  the  child  to  go  into  the  cell,"  said 
the  sergeant,  "but  I  can't  bear  to  hear  his  cries  I 
suppose  there  is  nothing  else  to  do.  He  must  go.  Put 
them  in  together,  Colbert." 

So  they  were  put  in  together  in  the  damp,  stifling 
den,  and  the  door  was  shut.  The  little  fellow  cuddled 
himself  against  the  half  insensible  form,  and  laid  his 
head  upon  his  father's  bosom.  So  they  slept  to- 
gether. 

The  faint  light  broke  in  through  the  grimy  bars  on 
the  following  morning  when  the  father  awoke  and  be- 
stirred himself.  Of  course,  as  is  usually  the  case,  he 
wondered  where  he  was  and  how  he  came  there.  The 
last  thing  he  remembered  he  had  gc.ie  into  a  public 
house  alone,  and  drank  a  few  glasses,  and  then  recol- 
lection ceased.  Where  was  his  hat?  Where  was  his 
coat?    And,  looking  around,  he  cried  out  in  agony: 

"O  God,  forgive  me!  There's  little  Benny." 

"Yes;  there  was  little  Benny,  the  pure,  fair  child, 
the  idol  of  a  broken-hearted  mother.  There  was  little 
Benny,  and  he  had  spent  the  night  in  this  hole. 

The  man  beat  his  breast  as  he  looked  down  on  the 
bright,  curly  head. 

"Husband  and  child  both,"  he  muttered  bitteriv 
"Too  bad,  too  bad!" 

A  that  moment  the  blue  eyes  of  the  boy  opened. 
He  raised  himself  in  wonder,  but  he  met  his  father's 
gaze,  and  he  smiled  like  an  angel. 

"The  bad  man  put    you   in    here,    father,   but  1 
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wouldn't  let  them  take  me.     You  didn't  know  any- 
hmg,  father,  when  I  found  you  in  the  street.     You 
lost  your  l,„t-I  suppose  the  wind   took  it_and  the 
lK>y.  were  ul  laughing.       You  was  siek,  wasn't  you 
father^    And  when  the  bad  man  t<»k  you  off,  I  came 

r  ,.  ,,7!  '  ^°  ''°""'  ""''  '*"  ""'h"  ""  about  it. 
l-ete  tell  her  we  were  stolen!"  and  the  dear  uncon- 
scious httle  fellow  laughed  merrily  over  the  brilliant 

But  that  father!  His  heart  was  touched  as  it  never 
bad  been  touched  before.  He  could  not  speak-could 
scarcely  th.nk.  What  was  the  mother  suffering  that 
jnomen  0  And  this  awful  sin  that  led  him  into  iL 
to  Is-it  never  had  looked  to  him  as  it  looked  now 

c"u  Is  of  h-  ""^■■-"^^'>'  -"•  th-  f-"t  light  lying  on  the 
curls  of  his  mnocent  boy. 

^h^".^f.'"  -^"^  ""''"^  "•'*'  ^^'''''  «^^^^  the  mother, 
who.  half  distracted,  had  been  wandering  and  search- 
ing all  mglvt.     O  what  a  sight  for  her  gentle,  loving 

Vn  I  .  '  ''■''^  ''^'  '^''  ^^"  "P^"  the  neck  of  the 
child,  and  drawing  him  away,  sank  to  the  floor  with 
him.  eobbmg  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 

Such  are  the  sad  scenes  that  God  sees,  and  which 
policemen  see  from  day  to  day.  Poor  maniacs !  poor 
wives !  poor  children  !  who  shall  protect  you  from  this 
dire  and  deadly  curse?  Who  shall  deliver  vou  from 
this  dark  and  terrible  thrall?— SrZ. 


God  admires  men  and  women  who  are  alwavs  at 
their  post.  Those  who  say  "any  time  will  do."  might 
as  well  go  and  lie  in  the  shadp  for  all  they  will  ac- 
complish in  life. 
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DOLLY  S  PRAYER 

"Good-bye,  Bessie,  God  bless  you,  my  girl,  and  the 
little  ones,  and  let  nie  come  back  to  you,  if  it  pleaoe 
Him;  but  if  not" —  and  Jack  Newton's  voice  grew 
husky — "if  not,  lass,  He'll  take  charge  of  you,  aiui 
you'll  know  your  Jack  died  doing  his  duty." 

"Jack,  oh  I  Jack,  come  back  to  me  and  tlic  child- 
ren I"  sobbed  Bessie. 

"If  it  be  His  will,"  replied  Jack,  tht-n,  kissing  his 
little  four-yo  r-old  daughter,  he  added,  "Dolly,  say  a 
prayer  for  daddy  every  night." 


The  parting  was  over,  the  great  vessel  had  steamed 
out  of  dock  on  her  journey  '  >  Soutli  Africa,  and  Bi'ssir 
with  her  two  little  one.>  v  as  once  more  at  homt'  in 
their  tiny  room. 

She  had  undressed  tiiem,  iUid  now  tluy  knch  at 
her  knee  to  sa^^  their  evening  prayer.  l)r)lly  usually 
repeated  it  after  her  mother,  but  baby  Doi-is  was  eon- 
tent  to  say  only  the  "Amen"  at  the  finish. 

"Now  one  for  il.'nldy,  all  to  himself,"  said  Dolly. 

"Say  what  you  like,  dear;  ask  God  what  you  will." 
said  Bessie,  her  full  xicart  flooding  hei'  eyes  with 
tears. 

Dolly  looked  up  one  ir.oment,  and  seeing  her 
mother  weeping,  bowed  her  little  head  again  and 
added : 

"Please,  Dod,  bress  daddy  on  the  big  sea  water; 
don't  let  the  big  ship  sink  down  to  the  bottom,  and 
don't  let  a  big  fish  eat  him  like  it  did  Jonah,  and 
don't  let  an.vbodv  shoot  him  in   the  fisht.   and — and 
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There  had  b.en  a   terrible  badle  :  <^,„  ,,1   ^l,,,..   i„ 

It   was  in   that   tc-rrible  fio,,t  ,t   Xi,.},„,,„..,  y..^.,^ 

oft  f.-om  the  n.au,  boclv.     It  is  ...!|  ,.nou  „  how      '  v    ' 

th.yfo„,htan,l  fell,  until,  a,nnn,nitionsp,.nt    tu     n 
v.vors  were  torretl  to  surre.uler 

Auu.n.  th..   won,ule,l   was  .la.-k   Xewton.      He  ,,.•.. 
b-n,'   upon    th.    .roun.l    unahl..    ,o    raise    hins.  ^^ 

^-lin.  that  his  last  hour  ha.  eon.,  whiJ:  HI  :;; 
':"""■'";,  7'-'*"'     towards    hin..     also  sufferi.   !    f 

^<"^endt,eshwo,uuIs.andadreadfullvn..n,le;h 

•  ac<  sn.led  fan.tlv  as  he  reeo.ni.ed  his  ;;...,.  , 
■>fte,  a  lew  words  upon  the  disaster  of  th.  dav  and 
losses   they   had   sufrered,    he   added"  ' 

lo     .dl  probably  recover,  while  I  shall  most  likely  die 
\\  Hi  you  do  me  a  favor?"  '         ' 

Charlie  promised,  and  Jac-k  drew  out  his  tinv 
I-ther  bag  eontaining  the  little  money  in  his  posses- 
it  fo'h'""  ^T'  ""'"  ^"""''-  ^''^'^  ^^'-^  *^  h^'-'  «n*l  give 
.t   o  her  w.th  my  truest  love,  and  tell  her  to  meet  me 

Z^T^^r  ^^'tV'"'^  ^^"'^  '''^'  ^'-^  h-^  taken  dddv 
home  to  H.mself.  where  there  is  no  fighting-kiss  the 
ehddrcn  for  me.     God  bless  vou!" 
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Ja^-k-  was  growing  very  faint,  and  when  Charlie  saw 
him  close  Ins  eyes  he  thou-ht  that  all  was  over. 

A  little  later  he  was  himself  carried  awav  on  an 
ambulance,  and  next  day  he  heard  that  Jack  was 
among  the  dead. 
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That  same  evening  upon  which  Jack  sent  his  dying 
massage  to  Bessie,  little  Dolly  was  entering  the  pearly 
gates;  she  had  been  ill  with  pneumonia.  x\ow  ehe  lay 
still  and  quiet  as  if  waiting  for  the  angels. 

"Mamma,  you  must  say  my  daddy's  prayer  to- 
night, I'se  so  tired;  no  p'waps  I  tan:  'Dod  brese 
daddy,  an'  if  the  Boer  duns  shoot  him,  send  an  angel 
to  take  him  to  he.n-en,  where  he  won't  be  hurted  no 
more,  where  there's  no  duns  to  shoot,  for  Jesus'  sake 
Amen.'  " 

Dear  little  Dolly!  An  hour  later  the  angels  came 
for  her,  and  she  was  taken  safely  Home. 

******* 

Poor  Bessie !  For  her  there  was  sorrow  upon  sor- 
row (for  the  tidings  were  sent  to  her  of  her  husband's 
death),  and  in  the  midst  of  it  all  she  was  able  to  look 
up  and  say,  "Thy  will  be  done." 

Weeks  and  months  passed,  when  one  afternoon  a 
soldier  knocked  at  Be.ssie's  door.  He  had  just  returned 
from  the  war,  and  his  hand  was  still  in  a  sling. 

Bessie  recognized  him  at  once  as  Jack's  friend,  and 
for  his  sake  she  welcomed  him,  and  the  more  eagerly 
when  he  told  her  he  had  a  message  from  Jack  to"her. 

He  told  her  of  their  last  parting  on  the  battle-field, 
but  he  was  not  prepared  for  the  bitter  grief  of  the  poor 
young  wife  at  the  sight  of  the  familiar  little  bag  he 
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laid  upon  the  table,  and  he  ntood  looking  h.h.Ie.slv 
on.  a  s.k.nt  witness  of  her  sorrow,  while  lit  ewh 
tned,n  vain  to  comfort  her  with  ..D^n-tt;.':;!.^;;::. 

*  '■'  sk 

happier  t„«k  a"  for^i'h'  ttt.  ""'^  ''^"""'  '"  '"""  " 
Jack  was  not  dead  as  was  rennrfori    v    * 

party,   ahd,  even  then,   wa.  on   his  ::„^,,t't;:: 
th,.;rl,e  went  ,o  enrrv  .l.e  ,.,„d  news  ,o  L.i, 

I  hank  God!"  she  cried    t>.,,x:  ^f  •         i      • 
1  ,  <-i'ta,  tears  ot    ov  chfimmr  fiw, 

gkK>m  from  her  f„ee,   ■'Thank  .;„d,  dIiv  •.;;;; 
answered^ „„.,„„  i,  M,,gin^  „„  ,^^„^.    ^        ffJ" 

sfe,ir-.;;:iv;t„r"'^'^  --  ^>-"  -•■ 

BECK.  THE  SHEEP  FARMER 

''None  of  your  religion   for  me.   lads.        Give  me 
P    nt,  of  money,  lots  of  fat  sheep  and  good  m.-k." 
that  s  the  heaven  for  me.     I  want  no  other  " 

iieck  was  a  sheep  farmer;  a  rough,  ungodly  man 

^. '  :;;ds'"h't^  ^-^  '^-'-^  -'^  aiike'.'kr:f 

V  t    f  i         1  been  converted,   and  in  a  becoming, 

ya.    faithfu     way.    had    testified    the   Go.spel    to    the?; 

n.as^.an.nvarned  him  of  his  danger  in^iv^ 

Wh  ■     n''   "''"'""'  '^'^  '"''''''^''^   ^-^^   "•'^   above 

^^hen   the  Chnstian   lad,,  heanl  it  thev  shuddered  \t 

ented  the  choice  h.  wa.  making  for  eternity. 
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Beck  was  .suwcssful  as  a  man  of  the  world.  Uia 
flock  inereast'd ;  hv  made  "plenty  of  money,"  l.iit  he 
was  far  from  satisfied.  As  his  property  iiu-reased,  so 
did  hi8  avarice,  and,  without  consideration  of  how  it 
was  made  or  who  was  wronged,  he  "made  money." 
His  utter  ungodliness  grew  apace,  until  he  who  had 
once  been  a  religious  professor  l)ecame  a  marked  man 
for  profligacy  and  sin.  But  (lod  will  not  he  mocked  : 
even  in  this  life  some  men  find  that  "Mie  way  of  the 
transgressor  is  hard."  Three  severe  winters  reduced 
Beck's  flocks.  Another  year's  profligacy  ruined  his 
health,  and  within  five  years  of  the  day  of  his  boast 
and  choice,  that  he  wanted  no  heaven  other  than 
money  and  sheep,  he  lay  in  a  turf  hut,  dying  alone. 
All  his  boon  companions  had  de.serted  liim.  Those 
who  helped  him  on  in  his  h.dlward  course  were  far 
away  now,  and  his  only  atten<lants  were  the  two 
"herds,"  both  grown  to  Christian  manhood,  and  serv- 
ing God  in  their  humble  sphere.  When  they  souglit 
to  put  the  Gospel  before  him,  to  tell  him  of  a  forgiving 
God,  the  hardened  man,  whose  conscience  seemed  like 
the  nether  millstone,  said — "It's  no  use  for  me;  I 
made  my  choice,  and  now  the  devil  keeps  me  to  my 
bargain."  In  bodily  and  mental  agony  the  godless  man 
passed  into  the  eternal  world,  his  last  audible  words 
being— "It  was  a  bad.  bad  bargain,  but  it  cannot  be 
undone  now." 

Reader,  take  care  lest  you  make  one  like  it.  If 
from  any  cause  whatever,  be  it  wealth,  or  fame,  or 
pleasure,  you  are  neglecting  God's  salvation,  you  will 
perish. 
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I  MUST  PRAY.  MASSA 

Down  ill  the  State  of  Virginia,  when"  the  shiv.-- 
trado  was  cairied  on.  there  was  a  certain  shue  whose 
nniTie  was  Cuff.  He  was  converted,  and  shortly  after 
was  taken  (with  a  number  of  othere)  to  market',  to  he 
sold.  A  purchaser  came  along,  and  enquired  if  the 
slave  had  any  faults.  He  was  told  that  Cuff  had  only 
one  fault,  and  that  was.  he  would  pray  and  go  to  m(>et- 
ing.  "Oh!"  said  the  purchaser,  "if  that  is  all.  I  will 
soon  whip  that  out  of  him  !"  So  he  took  him  home,  and 
Cuff,  true  to  his  convictions,  attended  meeting  twice 
on  the  following  Sabbath. 

When  Monday  morning  came.  Cuff  was  called  and 
asked  where  he  had  been  on  the  previous  day. 

He  answered:  "I  was  at  meeting,  massa^  and  bless 
de  Lord,  we  had  a  great  time." 

"Well."  said  his  master,  "I  told  you  not  to  go  to 
meeting,  juid  not  to  pray." 

"Oh  !"  said  Cuff,  "I  cannot  stop  praying,  my  Massa 
in  Heaven  commands  me  to  pray." 

"But  you  shall  quit  it,"  said  his  master,  "or  1  will 
whip  you." 

"I  cannot  stop  either  of  them,  massa." 
His  master  (greatly  excited)  said,  "follow  me  !" 
The  slave  was  led  out.  and  after  being  stripped  of 
his  tattered  garments,  was  tied  to  a  tree.     His  master 
then  took  a  rawhide  and  inflicted  twenty-four  strokes 
on  Cuff's  bare  back.     He  then  said  : 

"Now,  Cuff,  will  you  stop  praying?" 

"No  mfissa."  he  said,  "I  will  pray  to  Jesus  as  long 
as  I  live." 
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His  master  repeatea  the  same  number  of  blows 
and  cxela.med.  "You  will  .top  it  now.  won't  you  "  ' 

ood.^;i^T;:::.f"^^^^'"*'^^-'''^^-^^-^^'-^ 

The  blood  was  nmning  down  to  the  ground  by  this 
tune    but  the  .naster  flew  on  him  (with  the  rage  of  a 

g'Ne  up  from  exhaustion,   and  c-ri.d,   -Will  you  vton 
Praymg  now,  you  nigger:'"  ^ 

but'v^^'^.rT'r'  "?"^'^'  "''"•  "^"''^«'  ^'«"  ^-'^y  ^<'"  rne> 
out  while  I  live  I  must  pray." 

Then  you  «hall  get  this  much  every  time  you  pray  " 
said  his  master.  *^       ^    ^^ 

He  was  untied,  ordered  to  put  on  his  clothes,  and 
go  to  work.  When  out  of  night  and  hearing  o  his 
master,  he  sang  in  low,  .soft,  plaintive  tones  :- 

"My  sufferinp  <lays  will  Pnon  be  o'er 
Then  I  shnll  sich  and  weep  no  more- 
My  ransomed  .sou]  shall  soar  away 
To  sing  God's  praise  throu-h  endless  day." 

The  master  was  in  a  rage  all  that  day.  and  cursed 
the  negro,  and  the  God  who  created  him.  He  retired 
to  bed  but  could  not  sleep.  He  turned  from  sid  o 
side  w,th  unutterable  groanfngs.  Just  before  day-break 
he  exclaimed,  "I  feel  I  shall  be  damned!  Oh  God 
have  mercy  on  me!"  He  then  said  to  his  wife  "le 
there  anyone  about  the  house  that  can  or  will  pray  fo. 

negi-3'"'  '^''^  ^  ^""''  ''^'"  '^'  '^'^'    "^     ^P*    the 
"I  am  sure  he  will  not.  he  cannot  pray  for  me." 
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;'Vus.-  sai.l  his  weeping  wife.  "I  U.ink  he  wUI  - 
n.e...   for  G.Kl'sHuke.  call  him"' 

>\heii   Cuff   hoard    th^    ,...11     l,.  .    , 

whinnirur       H     i     .  ,  '"     'M^^'^'i^d   miother 

^' npi  .Mg.     He  had  been  praying  all  night.     He  wont 
"  to  h,s  master,  and  what  wa.  his  surpr'e  on  e.^^H   g 

rno^''u.'!.MV'nrT'"'''"^-     ^^ '"  ^-'  pmy  for 
Th  ^""m    '"'''"""'"'^"■^"'•^"""""■"^'!•• 
God  m  behalf  of  h.s  master,   nr.til  the  mon.ing    an 

S^r';::^;:t  H 'r^'  -i  ^■'''''  -  ^-^-^  <>"  ^^  - 

«^iitt.  my  dear  brother  in  Christ    frnn,  n,; 
you  are  a  free  man  !"  '         '  *'""  '""'"^'"^ 

thev^t'"''^'  "''''  '•"'  ^'«"verted.  there  and  then  an.l 
they  became  one  m  Christ,  and  gave  CufT  liber  v  1 
go  and  preach  among  his  brethren'  Vu^'^lJ^  \^ 
became  a  successful  minister  of  the  Oospel.-^/ 

LOVE  CONQUERED  HER 

Just  across  the  state    line  in    Ohio  there  lived  an 
o     hearer      Sh""  '"^^'^^^   ^^    ^"  -^^    ^^^  - 

the^:;:;j::.  p  ;te:^:r  ""%nt^-  -"  --  - 

+.      .     ^.,     .       F<^  "ienuar\.       hhe  broke  everv  law  nf 
the  ,n»  ,t„„„„    „„,,  ,|„y  ,,h„„t,j  „,      ,.,  JJ  '  „:' 

tr; '."'"'; ''"  ^""™  "''h-"  n>™i-.-  •>."•.  a 

ved  ™  br..,  „„a  „,,or.     Finally  an  oM  Q„„C,X 

,t:     I  ^""""''  "■""  '"<•  i"*"  h.r  preso„,.e    with 

the  chains  „pon  htr  l,n„,)s  ...nd  f,,„,      ,!•,.,     ,     ' 

lu  itti.      Willi  (i(jwncapt 


.jrii'iiesrii ,; 
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eyes  8lu.  Hut  before  tlu-  nu..s8eMK..r  «,t  Cliris        Tlu-  old 
Quaker  indy  simply  siiiil : 

"My  sister." 

The  old  womnri  eursed  her,  nn<I  tli.i,  s»      „    j  ■ 

"I  love  you." 

With  another  oatli,  sh.-  said  :  "No  oi'  ,  .•  .  .     " 

Hnt    she  eaine  still   nearer,    and   taki  .>> 
stained  face  in  both  hands  she  lifted  it  uT  j,, 

"I  love  you,  and  Cnrist  loves  yon." 

She  kis.sed  her  face,  first  upon  one  eh      ,    „   i         , 
upon  the  other;  and  she  broke  the  wouinn's  i  virl  • 

tears  began  to  flow  like  rain.  She  rose  !•>  lu-r 
They  took  the  ehains  off.  and  until  the  dav  i,i  lier  death 
they  were  never  put  on  aynin  ;  but,  like"  li.e  an{?el  of 
n.erey.  she  went  up  and  down  the  eorridor^  ^rf  th.. 
prison,  ministering  to  the  wpr-ls  of  others.  The  Quaker 
lady  had  spoken  kindly  to  her.— Sc/. 


COULDN  T  GIVE  UP  PRAYING 

Many  years  ago  then-  was  an  insurrection  in  one  of 
the   West    Indian     Islands.      .Vrnong  other  things    the 
rioters  resolved  to  break  up  tlu>  religious  meetings  of 
the  slaves  in  the  neighborhood.     These  meetings  were 
generally  conducted  by  an  old  slave  called  Uncle  Ben. 
The  rioters  went  to  the  negroes'  meeting  house  at  the 
time  of  service  for  the  purpose  of  breaking  it  up,  and 
not  finding   IJen   there,   they  seized  the   leader  of  the 
.service  and  put  him  to  death,  and  with  his  head  upon  a 
pole  marched  to  Ben's  dwelling.     When  he  appeared, 
the  leader  pointed  to  the  bleeding  head  on  the  pole, 
and  asked  : 
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Sit 


"!><'  v(.ii  know  that  lu-ad,  UenV  ' 
'•V.'s     n.ass,..-  sHi.l    li.,..    -1    kn.m    hi.u.' 
\NelI.    thnts    what    lu-   ,v.t    for   his    pravin,.    «,..] 

Bo„  loolaul  th..  leader  full    in    tlu-  f,.v.    and  sa.d. 
-Massa,  do  yon  mean  duf.'" 

■"''"  »'— <re  I  do.- said  the  .nan:  -and  if  von  wish 
to  keep  your  h.-ad  upon  your  shoulders,  von'll  have  to 
give  up  prayinfj  at  once." 

to    hi"  7u    ''"".'""    ""•^'""•'^'>-  «'-'•'•  t.»u.  ne.ro  turned 
pray!'.  ''"'^"'    ""'•  **"'^''     "H'vthren.     let    us 

And  then  1...  K-n,,t  down  in  the  presenee  of  these 
hc.ce.  lawless  men.  and  poured  out  his  heart  in  prav.r 

He  |,raye.l  that  (.od  would  p,ndon  their  sins,  ^nd 
si.ow  them  the  evil  of  their  ways,  and  ehan.e  their 
hearts  hy  .,aee.  \yhen  he  ceased,  he  rose  up  and 
went  to  Ins  eahin.  Cu.V.  power  was  on  the  h..a,-ts 
>'  th.se  r-ote>.  so  that  tlu,v  went  away  without  offer- 
ing to  touch  him.—Sel. 

THE  OLD.  OLD  STORY 

It  was  a  place,  where  poverty  had  long  nu.de  its 
home.  By  the  tireless  stove  sat  a  man  of  rather  power- 
t"l  pl^Ns,.p,e.  in  a  d.jected  attitude,  his  heavv.  hieared 
oyes  fixed  upon  vacancy. 

In  one  corner  of  theVoom.  upon  a  mean  hed.  a  little 
c-'i.ld  In^  with  elosed  .,ves,  palid.  want-pinehed  fea- 
tures. nv(\  moanincr  „t  intei-vals. 

"Water!  water  I"  she  cried,  faintly.  Listlesslv  the 
'"nn  aroK.  mul  plac.d  a  cup  to  her  fever-parched  lips. 
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hisfal'"'-"  '''"  "P^"^"  ""^  '^«<'  'hen^elve^  upon 
-failfe:"'"'"  ^'"'  ""■  "^  "  »'="''<'"  «'-k  her  frame, 

goneour^orer'wo::  "Z  ''°"'''-     -'°'"-  ■™"'ers 
_  u  ner  work.    Do  you  want  anythiu.^-'' 

\\ant    anything!"  exclaimed    the  child  '  r  •   ., 
Sa.n«  about  the    near,,  e„p.,    rJ^^^'l^J^Z 

ana  .e,eve,r.„ee^r:::rhr..-"' '-■-•- 

^^Jhe  ,„„„  «„,„,  „,„,,^j    _^^__^.^;,^^^^^^    ^^  ^^^  ^^ 

'orBctTou^'tlZl  Z'  f'  ''"'■'^'  '~-  ^»''-      Do„-t 
A  .l°r,     ,      ■      ""^  '"""^  y«"  ■»  "ell-" 
A  smile  broke  over  her  face 

■•o'fafc:  "'""  "'"'  ""  ''"'^  ""'"^  '""""y  --gl.t  his. 

druZXlTt'ru'rv''^  •=*"•;■'-«'-  -■    '  was 
I  were  doin  ."  '"  ''°""'  »"''  "'''  "*  1^™-  "hat 

■•Druuk!"  she  said,  simply 
"Yes."  '^•' 

H^'frrh::;;;^"^'^"'''^'^''--™"'^ 

"Ve.  are  sufferin',  Lena'?" 

"My  head,  oh,  my  head;-  she  moaned,  stirring  un. 


my^ 


I 
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easily,  and  disclosing  a  munh  a-      , 
bieeds  inside,  father'      t   '  tt?"'"  ''"''"     "'' 
never  struck  „.e  so  hard  be  ^^      ,^7  "^Z"'-     ''^" 
and  you  know  I-l  saved  nfl  ^'^  """"'  though, 

fallen,  when  the  doTLln,  I"".^'  '™""     ^"'"'"  '"'l 

woman  entered  theZm      if  ""^°  ''•'"^''^'  '<"'-«o"' 
The  ehlM  .ti.ed.\Ts.     ;:::-= -"-"« -"'He. 

ey^^hove  he.      ..^r.heV  .:: ZZ^'^ 

"Did  you  get  your  monev'>"  ...     i     • 
man.  "'^•^-      eagerly  inquired  the 

"Only  part  of  it,"  said  f^,«  . 
Brown    alway.    le^'e,  ^L*''.  *"■•>■  »•'»"»■..     "Mr,. 
Plen-y  of  monev.     tL^J^"'"'  "^T'   '""*   "'"■   •"' 
want  them. •■    '  '  '°'"<'  '"M  «■•«?«.  if  you 

I'm  not  hungry  "  b.iM  fu..    .  • 
I  -nt  to  get  Lenf  an  orT  get  tt^^Z'T"'   "'"^ 

"Y.S.  T  «.!,...    .      ^«"Ji_not  come  back." 


s.  I  will;  oh.  ye.s,   I  will,"  h 


and  bring  wood  for  a  fi 


e  re 


whil 


re. 


'plied  eagerly, 


you  Rleep,  to-night,  and 


I'll  hev  to  watch  by 


it's  very  cold.     I 


Lena 
m  a 


62 


GLEANED  FROM 


m 


.V 


changed  man,  wife— a  chauged  man.     No  more  want, 
no  more  drink,  no  more  blows.     I'll  be  a  m.xxI" 

A  look  of  hope  filled  her  eyes.  She  had  caught  at 
the  straws  of  his  promises,  oh,  so  many  times!  but  his 
tone  this  night  was  so  convincing,  the  sob  in  his  throat, 
the  tear  in  his  eye,  so  unwonted,  that,  de.spite  the  past 
and  its  broken  promises  and  failures,  a  new  hope,  sweet 
and  strange,  thrilled  her  being. 

She  gave  him  the  few  bits  of  silver.  He  stooped 
over  the  child  a,s  he  turned  to  leave  the  room,  and 
pressed  his  lips  to  hers. 

"Dear  father,"  said  the  delighted  child,  "it's  so 
long  since  you  kissed  me.  Wake  me  up  that  way  in 
the  morning,  and  if  I  groan  through  the  night  don't 
think  of  the  blow,  but  kiss  me,  and  I'll  smile  througli 
the  pain,  perhaps." 

His  eyes  were  dry  now,  and  so  wa.^  his  throat ;  no 
sob,  no  tear. 

"Where's  father?"  cried  the  child,  as  the  minutes 
sped  on. 

"Gone  to  get  you  the  oranges  you  wished,  dear," 
was  the  answer. 

"Oranges!"  cried  the  child.  "Oh,  how  nice;  but 
mother,  I  didn't  ask  for  oranges.  We  are  too  poor 
for  that,  little  mother,  too  poor." 

The  mother's  heart  sank. 

"A  lie,"  she  muttered,  "a  he  built  upon  the  suf- 
ferings of  his  child.     Alas!  he  will  not  come  back!" 

Hours  passed.  Colder,  and  colder  grew  the  roon:. 
Shivering,  the  mother  lay  beside  the  child,  the  scanty 
covering  over  both. 


•psontly,   thong},.-  u,>nrilv 
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Ever  and  anon,  the  child  groaned 

Tin-  clock  on  th.  adjoining  steeple  struck  one 

here^r''''^^™"'':jr^^^^'^'^^'^--«P-i... 

"^o:  he  will   be  hei 
nnswered  the  mother. 

The  clock   s1)-u(/k   three. 

;;Has  father  come :- mor,.  faiutiv  now  the  quostirn 
^o,  my  child,  no."  *  -*-'  ii. 

TIu.  white  dawn  of  the  n.orning  crept  into  the  roon. 
riu.  u.olhcr  .slept,   th.  little  on.  cased  to  cm,-.r,       T 

-n  lifts  up  his  head,  and  ..sy-red  UU.^^Z,..^: 
^m.hngly  the  god  <,f  day  arises  and  peeps  into    h        ti . 
wmdow    creeps  over  th-  floor  and  shyl/  kisses  t^.  t 
of  the  sleepmg  mother  and  child. 

Eight  o'clock  rings  ont  from  the  steeple 
i-ather,  '  suddenly  cries  the  child,   unclosin-  her 
J-avy  eyes,  "come,  kiss  me,  good  mondng  " 

ihe  mother  made  no  response. 

Lena's  eyes  eio«ed  again. 

Nine,  from  the  steeple  struck 

Eathor  has  come  home. 

"In  bed  yet,"  he  mutters  angrily 

shouMoT'..^*   '*'•'' f ''"■""    ^^^^«'-P-n"    woman's 
shoulder,      .ot  up  and  make  a  fire,  I'm  cold  " 

His  wife  stirred  not. 

Waveringlv.  },e  makes  hi«  way  to.  the  chair  beside 
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the  empty  stove,  his  head  droops  upon  his  breast   then 
sinks  into  a  drunken  slumber 

Noon  passes.  No  movement  breaks  the  silence, 
Twilight  again,  ere  the  man  raises  his  head.  Dazedly,' 
at  first,  he  gazes  about  him,  then  recollection  sits 
enthroned.  l^ 

"Lena,"  he  cries,  stofl|  over  the  quiet  little 
hgure,  "Lena,  father  wasf^  late  to  kiss  you  good- 
moming,  but  he  will  to-morrow,  indeed  he  will.  Your 
father  is  going  to  be  a  man." 

^^     Cold  and  rigid  were  the  lips  he  touched  with  hie 
Bend!"  he  cried,' starting  back,  "dead!    Wife,  wife, 
wake  up  ;  see,  our  Lena  is  dead  !" 

The  wife  made  no    movement,   and    in    terror  he 
turned  his  face  to  her  whose  lips  were  forever  dumb 
whose  ears  were  forever  closed  to  his  frail  promises' 
eyes,  to  which  his  vain  words  had    brought    the  last 
gleam  of  hope,  cKsed  in  an  eternal  shep.Sel. 

NO  TIME  TO  LOSE 

A  gay  young  woman  came  up  to  London.    Curiosity 
led  her  to  hear  a  sermon  which  cut  her  to  the  heart 
One  standi.-^  by  observed  how  she  was  affected,  and 
took  occasion  to  talk  with  her.    She  lamented  that  she 
would  hear  no  more  such  sermons,  m  she  was  to  go 
mto  the  country  the  next  day;  but  she  begged  her  new 
acquaintance  to  write  to  her  there,  which  she  promised 
to  do.     In  the  country  her  convictions  so  incroased  that 
she  resolved  to  put  an  end  to  her  life.     With  this  de- 
sign she  was  going  upstairs,   when  her  father  called 
her,  and  gave  her  a  letter  from  Txjndon.     It  was  from 


<? 


LIFE'S  PATHWAY. 


m 


her  new  acquaintance,   who  told  her    "Chri«f   •     ■ 
ready  to  receivp  v^n  •  «       •    ..         "^^'      <-"ri.st  is  just 

crij  out.    Ttir/tTsT 'p '"'''' °'"'™'™'"  ■'*'■« 

her  friend's  letter  Shttlf.  '""7^""'-'^  ""^'^e-i 
for  her  .o„l,  ZaJm  "w  ?  "■''°'  ""^  '^  ''""' 
^e  I,ord  i^'at  had  'now  e  r''  "°  '™^  ^  '"»'" 
Pi"g  into  etemifv  ■•     ct     j  '  '  "<■  ■"■"  "»«?• 

do>fn  and  die™!!,.,.  '""'^'  ""  '^«"'  "-PPel 

A  SPR.NC,  A  PRAYER,  AND  A  GROUND  HOG 

less  oratory  o    D      J    T^r     "'  ""''"  ""  ""'">>■ 

™ndereo„irni„/there'„;r::t,:!;,rh"\r 

following  lines.  "''  '"  ^^^^ 

mu^eIZ  'oLr'7 1'"'  '™^'-"-'  -- '-« 

nameofrCT    H       "   ^'"'°'"',  ■"''■'■='«'•    ''^  '"« 
power  in  pra""  founded       """  "''"  ''"•*  ■''•'"-k"". 
faith  in  Go?  He  hid    iV"^"  °"  '■''"""■^-  "-""-kabl. 
'".  e,peHent»T;  a^ntefX'  p""  "  -'"^^ 
On  one  occasion   he  eave  onf   n,     or,     •   j. 

Eo^reoi;"";t}r-"™~^^^^^ 

nei,hborh<K,d.    'a  l^^er,"   ^e^ter^id""  r'"' 
ne.-er.failin^  spring  of  water,  on  v„l"    T' 

vcnity)    wae  the  eoun^e  of  th.  '■„    JL  ™?    '"'•>» 
wh  ch  cnrsor^  fk^  .  ^  ^"°  aebauchery 

.eh  cursed  the  eommun.ty.     In  .pite  of  this.  Bmthe^ 

Bopers  made  an  appointment  to  pre«.h 

Some  fnends  came  to  him  on  hearing  of  it,  and 


If: 


66 


GLEANED  FROM 


'«■■ 


said:  "Brother  KogenB,  it  is  of  no  use  to  appoint 
preaching  in  that  community.  They  will  not  listen  to 
you;  and  if  you  persist  they  will  do  you  injury." 

"Why,"  asked  the  preacher,  "are  they  any  worse 
than  others?" 

"Much  worse,"  was  the  answer;  "that  distillery 
makes  them  worse.  It  was  built  beside  that  great 
spring,  without  which  it  could  not  run,  and  it  is  curs- 
ing that  neighborhood. 

"Well  then,"  said  the  minister,  "I  shall  ask  God 
to  dry  up  that  spring  and  stop  that  distillery." 

The  lime  set  for  the  preaching  service  arrived.  .V 
goodly  number  of  people,  mostly  from  a  distance, 
gathered  at  the  appointed  spot.  After  the  services 
were  opened  by  singing  two  or  three  hymns,  the 
preacher  fell  on  his  knees,  and  began  talking  with 
God.  As  he  prpyed,  a  mighty  pleading  pathos  crept 
into  his  voice,  nn  aspect  of  holy  unction  grew  upon 
his  face.  He  seemed  to  enter  into  the  very  holy  of 
holies.  P^inally,  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  crying,  "Glory 
to  God !  I  have  the  answer.  Within  three  days  that 
spring  will  dry  up." 

Some  of  the  people  shouted  with  him.  But  the 
cautious  souls  were  there  also,  and  at  the  close  of  the 
services  they  cautioned  the  preacher  not  to  talk  thnt 
way;  "for,"  said  the}',  "if  it  does  not  happen  th^^y  will 
make  fun  of  you." 

"But  it  will  happen,"  insisted  Brother  Rogers. 

And  "happen"  it  did.  In  less  than  three  days  not 
a  drop  of  water  was  coming  from  that  spring. 

The  distillery  was  stopped.  In  a  mighty  rage  the 
owner  swore    to    have    revenge     on     that    meddling 


Methodist  prenchor.  I.oarning  that  another  pn-achin.^ 
Hppo.ntment  had  been  made,  he  waylaid  the  u.inist.r 
and  ordered  him  to  dismount,  that  he  mi^^ht  pve  hi,>, 
a  thrnshmg. 

"What  for?"  asked  Roj^erK. 
''For  drying  np  rny  spring,"  said  th.>  distiller 
'•I  did  not  dry  „p  your  spring."  said  the  minist-r 
iTod  did  that." 

"You  asked  Him  to  do  it.  '  said  the  angry  whiskev 
flonler,     and  you  must  take  the  pounding." 

"Do  you  believe."  asked  the  preacher,  "that  Ood 
would  dry  up  your  spring  because   I  asked  him  to  do 

"He  did  it  a-iyhoW.'"  was  tlie  reply. 
"Well,  then,"  .said  the  man  of  God.  throwir.g  hin.- 
self  on  h.s  knees,  "T  Khali  ask  God  to  strike  vou  dead 
nght  now    ,f  you  don't  .pn't  your  wickedness 'and  stop 
rightmg  His  cause. 

"Don't  do  that."  cried  the  affrighted  distiller, 
don  t  do  that  and  I  will  leave  you  alone." 

This  distiller  wa«  afterwards"  converted  and  became 
an  elder  in  a  Presbyterian  church. 

And  no-.v  the  higher  critic  and  ground  hog  appear 
on  the  scene. 

"It  was  no  nuraculou.*;  answer  to  prayer,"  said  a 
wise  church  member  who  lived  a  few  miles  away  "it 
was  just  a  ground  hog  that  dug  through  the  hill  from 
the  other  side  and  drained  the  npring  the  other 
way. 

When  Brother  Rogers  heard  this,  he  said:  "If  God 
wanted  to  use  a  ground  hog  to  dry  up  that  spring  and 
stop  that  distillery,  and  if  He  got  the  ground  hog  there 
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Oil  time,  what  difforoncc  does  it  make?  He  did  the 
work  iinyhow  I" 

Under  tlit>  influonne  of  this  ''odlv  minister,  that 
plnci'  \vf(s  rcdi-eiiu'd  and  noted  for  its  n'lij,'ion.  Brother 
Ko<,'('rs  liv.'d  until  a  few  years  iigo,  when  he  died  in  the 
triiiiiipli  of  fniih. 

All  the  le:idin;4  facts  in  this  narrative  are  true, 
beini,'  vouelied  for  by  numbers  of  citizens  in  the 
imiiu'diate  vieinity  of  the  spot  wlicre  they  happened. 
—Sd. 

JACKS  ACCIDENT 

A  Imisv  city  road,  and  a  boltinj:?  horse  cominj^  up  a 
cross  stiiH't.  It  was  all  the  work  of  a  moment,  but  a 
wcll-biiilt  sclin(;l-br.v  liiy  ms  if  lifeless  on  the  pav(>ment, 
and  tl)e  horse  ran  f)n.  Willing  liclj)  was  at  hand,  and 
a  policeman  s1()()i)ii!'i  over  the  hoy  said  : 

"I'm  afraid  it's  all  over  with  him." 

An  anil)iilance  was  cpiiekly  bronplit,  and  as  gentle 
hands  laisei!  the  poor  hoy,  he  said  in  a  feeble  voice: 

"Its  all  li^dit  either  way;  His  name  shall  be  called 
Jesus." 

"Sure,  it  was  the  younfr  follow  that  spoke,"  said 
the  policeman,  holding  his  head. 

Again  the  low  voice  said  slowly,  "I  said,  it's  all 
right  either  way ;  thank  you  for  being  so  kind — for  my 
side — hurts  badl^' — but  Jesus — .Tesus." 

No  other  sound  escaped  his  lips  tiii  he  was  laid  on 
a  hospital  bed.  Then,  when  asked  if  he  could  give 
his  name  and  address,  he  said  in  a  weak,  but  glad 
voice : 
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"Thou  hhult  call  His  name  JeKus,  for  He  shall  save 
His  peopk-  from  their  sins." 

"Thunk  (lod  ho  knows  that,"  said  the  young  medi- 
cal stiuiint.  And  an  old  doctor  said;  "It  would  be 
good  if  Kome  of  us  older  ones  knew  that  as  well  as  this 
youn^'ster  seems  to  do." 

"Tcrfeit  (juiet;  u  special  nur^e;  internal  injuries, 
and  a  bad  case,"  was  what  the  doctor  said. 

During  the  long  night  of  unconscioiisness.  with  ice 
bags  on  hifi  head,  over  and  over  again,  Jack  Payne 
murmured,  "Jesus,  my  Ixjrd  Jesus;"  "Mother- 
mother,  come  and  lay  your  l^and  on  my  head ;"  "never 
mind,  mother,  His  name  is  called  Jesus,  so  it  is  all 
right — Jesus — Jesus. ' ' 

Next  morning  the  doctors  shook  their  heads,  but 
Fred  Ullett,  the  medical  student,  said  to  the  nurse,  "I 
believe  God  will  raise  him  up.  Most  cases  like  this 
toss  and  rave,  but  he  lies  ,^till,  whispering  about  Jesus, 
His  name,  and  mother.  He  has  the  peace  of  God  in 
his  heart,  in  this  trial." 

Police  enquiries  and  newspaper  reports  reached 
Jack's  mother,  and  soon  a  sweet-faced  widow  was 
seated  beside  his  bed.  But  he  did  not  recognize  her, 
though  her  hand  on  his  head  evidently  pleased  him; 
still  m.ore  the  versos  she  repeated  slowly  to  him.  The 
nurses  noticed  that  e.u-h  one  she  said  had  the  name 
of  Jesus  in  it,  and  as  In-  heard  he  would  again  and 
ag/  murmur,  "His  .lamc  shall  be  called  Jesus,  yes, 
thai      it,  Jesus." 

Jack  Payne  did  not  die,  but  lived  to  declare  the 
salvction  of  God.  He  and  Fred  Ullett  are  fast  friend.^, 
and  if  the  Lord  will,  may  go  out  as  medical  missionar- 
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les  to  China,  to  tell  of  Him  to  whom  God  hath  Riv.,,. 
"a  name  whirh  is  above  every  name."  Jorus  Christ, 
the  Son  of  Cod,  the  Saviour  of  sinners.— .SV/. 

AN  AGED  COUPLE 

The  Kev.  Mr.  Holmes,  at  a  Home  Missionary 
meeting  in  New  York,  related  the  following  eircum- 
stances : 

"Being  appointed  an  agent  in  this  Society.  I  visited 
one  of  the  towns  of  Massaohu.welts.  and  vvas  accom- 
panied hy  the  minist^'r  to  a  wret<-hed  hovel  at  fiom.> 
distance  from  the  village.  It  appeared  scarcely 
habitable. 

"We  entered,  and  my  name  and  message  were  an- 
nounced to  an  old  and  very  feeble  man.  who  was  lying 
on  a  bed  of  sickness,  and,  as  it  proved,  of  death.  His 
aged  wife  was  also  Ixjwing  down  over  the  grave.  'Be- 
fore you  speak  of  the  agency.'  said  the  old  man.  'I 
wifih  you  to  pray  for  me,  for  I  am  very  feeble  and  fuli 
of  pain.' 

"His  request  wa.s  granted,  and  the  agency  after- 
wards introduced.  'My  wife,'  said  the  aged  Christian. 
'I  think  we  can  not  do  much,  but  we  must  do  some- 
thing for  this  object.  How  much  shall  we  give?'  The 
feeble  woman  replied,  'I  shall  approve  of  whatever  you 
think  proper.'  'Then  go.'  said  the  dying  saint,  'and 
bring  ten  dollars.'  She  went,  returned,  and  stooping 
down  over  the  wretched,  hard  bed,  said,  ':Mr.  Well, 
I've  brought  fifteen  dollars,  and  there's  enough  left  for 
the  flour  and  those  other  little  things.'  Oh,  sir.  said 
Mr.  Holmes,  "that  I  could  bring  the  hovel  and  bed,  and 
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the  man  and  hin  wife,  and  place  them  here  before  tho 
eyes  of  this  vast  assembly,  and  we  Khould  never 
scarcely  need  to  ask  for  more  money.  No.  sir.  we 
should  not  lack  money  for  the  misRionarii.s.  would  wo. 
but  let  the  luxuries  go.  and  only  keep  back  vuounh  t^ 
pay  for  'the  Hour  and  those  other  little  thinKii.'  "—Sri. 

I'VE  LOST  MY  CHANCE 

A  young  man.  in  the  very  flower  (if  hi.s  .iay«.  once 
told  the  writer  the  following  Rtoi-y.  in  ansAvr  to  a 
question  as  to  why  he  was  not  spending  his  lif,.  for 
God  and  others. 

"I  was  once."  he  said,  "ns  you  are.    a    Christian 
worker,  and  service  for  God  was  a  d.light.     For  many 
years  I  gave  of  my  best  and  was  happv  in  giving,  ui-til 
one  day  God  called  me  to  'launch  out  into  the  deep  '  to 
forsake  all  and  follow  Him  fully.     But,"  he  continued, 
slowly.  "I  thought  of  my  wife  and  two  children,  of  my 
comfortable   home,   of   my   paying   busines.s.   of   all   I 
valu.-d  in  the  homeland,  and  1  looked  up  to  God  and 
said.   'No.'     Thaffi  three  years  ago."   he  said,   "and 
now—"    "Now,"  I  echoed,  quietly,  "what?"    "Oh," 
he  replied,  with  a  mirthless  laui^h,  "what's  the  good 
of  speaking  alx)ut   these  things?     I   don't  know  why 
you  should  have  asked  me  that  question:  I  must  go," 
and  he  rose  and  reached  out  for  his  hat.     "But."    T 
answered,  breathlessly,  laying  my  hand  u{X)n  his  ann. 
"you  care  still,  don't  you?"    For  a  moment  he  lifted 
his  dark  eyes  to  mine,  and  never  shall  I  forget  his  look 
of  remorse.     "Care?"  he  repeated  hoarsely,   "what's 
th?  good  of  caring  now?  I'm  so  involved  in  bu.siness, 
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and  with  worldly  men.  tFiat  I  Imrdl.v  dixn  •■ull  my  n<ni\ 
my  own.  lioth  my  wif.-  and  I  h-ive  backHlidd,>n,  and 
never  even  go  to  Chureh,  and,  an  for  ever  helping 
others— look.  I've  lost  mv  chanck."  H.ware.  rotuier, 
lest  you  lose  yours. — ,SV/. 

HOW  GOD  ANSWERKD  TASSIE'S  PRAYER 

One  Saturday  morning  early,  f»8  1   was  lifting  my 
heart  to  God,  this  mepsage  enime  to  me  from  the  I^rd : 

"Send  five  shillinys  to  little  Tasman  D to-day." 

He  was  a  little  lad  of  nine  years  of  age,  who,  eighteen 
months  before,  had  given  his  heart  to  Jesus. 

I  gladly  sent  the  money  away  that  moiTiing,  with 
a  little  note  to  Tasman 's  mother,  asking  her  to  please 
take  it  for  him.  At  the  time  I  had  not  the  leasu 
idea  why  I  was  told  to  send  that  five  shillings,  but 
afterwards,  from  his  mother,  I  found  dear  little  Tassie 
had  been  kept  from  Sunday  school  because  he  had 
no  tidy  clothes  to  go  in.  His  mother  was  a  widow, 
with  a  large  family  to  provide  for. 

The  next  day  wuf,  his  Sunday  school  anniversary, 
and  Tasman  so  wanted  to  be  there  that  he  had  said 
to  his  mother  on  the  Monday  before  : 

"Mother,  don't  you  think  Jesus  could  send  me  a 
new  suit  of  clothes,  if  I  asked  Him?" 

The  mother,  being  a  Christian  herself,  replied: 
"Yes,  dear;  of  course  Jesus  could." 

"Then  I  will  ask  Him  every  day  thi«  week,"  said 
the  dear  little  lad;  so  he  did. 

The  mother,  as  she  listened  to  his  simple  prayer, 
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thought  to  h.m.If:   -If   I   can   p^,KKiblv  oanx  u  I.ttle 
money  this  w.,  k.  the  child  shall  havo  that  suit.'" 

One  morning  sho  had  s,.(.ii.  a«  she  w.-nt  f..  her 
work,  a  nice  lit.Ie  snit  niarknl  4  11.  which  she  felt  snro 
wouM  JUKI  fit  Imu.  Hut.  alas-  when  Friday  night 
came,  instead  of  having  more  money  that  week,  she 
had  less,  through  Kome  neglecting  U,  pay  her;  nr-d 
when,  on  Sat-inlay  morning,  little  TasHie"  (^me'down 
to  breaktHst  with  such  a  bright  face.  «aying.  "Mother 
my  new  suit  is  coming  to-day!"  she  we.it'aw.iv  and 
cned.  thinking  how  disappointed  her  little  boy  u.„dd 
have  to  be. 

But  Ood  honored  little  Tassie's  faith,  for  sf.-,n 
after,  the  five  shillings  I  had  been  told  of  th^i  ]^rd 
to  send,  came;  and.  as  s^,on  as  th.-  mother  received 
It.  with  a  glad  h(  art.  out  «he  went,  and  bought  the 
Buit  she  had  seen  with  such  longing  eves  in  the  shop 
wmdow;  and  it  fitted  Tassie  m  if  he  had  been  measured 
for  it. 

So  this  littK;  boy  asked  and  received,  and  his  joy 
was  full,  ni'.d  you  may  be  sure  m  also  was  mine  and 
his  dear  mother's. 

How  gocvl  of  our  gracious  Father  to  allow  us  to  have 
the  unutterable  joy  of  being  made  from  time  to  tim<. 
the  channel  through  which  Hie  good  gifts  may  reach 
His  needy  little  ones.— Sci. 


The  difference  hetween  a  head  religion  and  a  heart 
religion  is  this  :  one  w  drfeotive  and  the  other  a/fective ; 
one  is  spotted,  the  other  unspotted;  onr  is  full  of  re- 
Bistence.  the  other' assistance ;  one  is  useless,  tne  other 
useful. 
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P«AY  FOR  ME.  IM  DYING 

A  young  girl  lay  dying. 

Hor  weeping  fnends.  realizing  that  death  was  ap- 
proachmg.    gathered   around   her  bedside.        All  that 
mod.ca    skill  could  do  had  been  done.     Every  Lans 
had    aded  to  hold  at  bay  the  great    enemy/ Delth 
Ix,^ed  ones  eould  go  with   her  to  the  river's  brink, 
but  they  could  not  cross  ever-her  soul  was  going  ou 
alone  to  meet  God.     Her  parents  had  neglected  the 
«aIvafon  of  their  own  houIs,  and  that  of  fheir  dying 

As  the  imprisoned  spirit  fluttered  to  free  itself  from 
the  temple  of  clay,  she  turned  to  her  father  and  said  : 
"father,  pray  for  me.  I'm  dying." 
"I  cannot  pray,"  he  said  brokenly.  "I  cannot." 
Fixing  her  eyes  on  another  who  stood  by,  she  said  • 
'•Will  you  pray  for  me""     She  was  again  refused   " 
Then,  clasping  her  trembling  hands,  she  repeated 
the  rx)rd  s  Prayer.     S^.e  said  she  had  not  lived  right 
but  God  had  forgiven  her.    She  told  her  weeping  sister^ 
to  be  good    to  pray,  and  to  read  their  Bible;  and  amid 
the  tears  of  sorrowing  loved  ones,  her  spirit  departed 
and  the  scene  was  closed. 

But  say  does  not  that  voice  come  back,  think  vou. 
to  that  xather  and  to  that  mother,  in  the  words  'that 
fell  from  th.  lips  of  their  departing  child.  "Prav  for 
me,  I  m  dying"?— Af ma  Fritchard. 

God  is  always  on  time  and  never  disappo:nts  us 
He  expects  the  same  from  His  people. 
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DEATH-BED  REPENTANCE 

When  a  boy  of  fourteen  I  was  in  church  one  Sun- 
day,  hstening  to  the  clergyman,  when  he  said  • 

"My  brethren,  just  before  I  came  to  service  this 
mommg  I  attended  the  bedside  of  a  poor  Moman  a 
member  of  this  congregation,  who  was  dyincj.  I  spoke 
o  hor  about  her  soul,  and  nhe  li«tened  with  great  at- 
tention. Whon  I  pointed  out  to  her  the  danger  of 
meetmg  her  God  unforgiv  .,.  she  cried  for  mercv.  and 
n  few  mmutes  afterwards  slie  died.  I  beli.-ve  she  has 
gone  to  heaven." 

I  may  not  have  given  the  preneher's  exnct  words 
but  the  impression  they  left  on  my  mind  was.  "that  a 
man  might  live  a.s  he  liked,  and  that  on  his  death-bed 
he   might   crj-   for    moroy.     he     forgiven,     niul     go   to 
heaven. " 

-•^  I  sat  in  the  church.  T  said  to  m\-self  "That  is 
t-'xactly  what  I  will  do.  and  I  will  enjoy 'life  in  my  own 
way.  I  deliberately  formed  a  re.solution  and"  lived 
accor-Mugly.  I  joined  in  all  the  pleasure  goina  on 
around  me.  and  tried  to  keep  God  out  of  my  thoughts 
If  ai.y  one  talked  about  the  possibility  of  going  to  boll 
^o,  no."  I  used  to  think.  "I  am  going  to  cry-  for 
mercy  on  my  death-bed." 

Years  passed  on.  I  joined  the  arm  v.  and  in  1870 
sailed  with  my  regiment  to  Inflia.  I  li;ed  a  careU^s 
godless  life,  trying  to  forget  the  eternity  which  lav  be- 
fore me.  I  often  said  to  myself.  "What  will  be  the 
end  of  the  life  I  am  leading?"  But  Satan  always  had 
his  answer  ready:  "On  my  denth-bed  1  am  going  to 
cry  for  mercy." 
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During  the  first  year  of  my  life  in  India  I  obtained 
leave  of  abKonce  for  a  few  days,  got  wet  through  while 
Bhooting,  and  returned  to  the  cantonment  suffering 
from  an  aeute  attack  of  ilhiess.  I  was  Hving  at  that 
tim<>  in  tlie  sa.oe  bungalow  as  one  of  our  regimental 

surgeons,  G ,  with  whom  I  wa«  on  vtry  intimate 

terms.     When  he  came  to  my  bedside  to  prescribe  for 
me  I  saw  he  looked  grave,  so  I  said  to  him,  "What  do 

you   think  of  me,  G :'     Will  you  kindly  tell  me, 

honestly,  if  you  think  I  am  going  to  die,   for  I  wish 
to  know?"     He  replied,  with  some  hesitation: 

"To  tell  you  the  honest  truth,  I  think,  unless  you 
take  a  decided  turn  for  the  better,  within  an  hour,  you 
will  probably  be  dead  in  two  or  three  houm." 

"Thank  you,"  I  answered,  "then,  will  you  kindly 
leave  me  by  myself,  and  come  back  to  see  me  at  the 

end  of  an  hour?"    G left  me  alone.     "And  now," 

said  I,  "the  time  ha«  come  of  which  I  have  thought 
BO  often.  I  must  cry  for  mercy.'  I  looked  at  my 
watch  and  noticed  the  exact  time.  After  lying  quietly 
for  a  few  minutes  to  collect  my  thought's,  I  looked 
agiin  at  my  watch,  and  found  that  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  had  slipped  away.  I  was  startled,  but  repeating 
to  myself,  'now,  I  must  cry  for  mercy,"  lay  back  on 
my  bed.  My  thoughts  flew  to  my  home  in  England, 
and  1  wondered  how  those  I  loved  would  hear  of  my 
death,  and  what  would  they  think  and  say,  and  again 
I  looked  at  my  watch.     Only  twenty  minutes  left! 

In  deep  distress,  I  tried  to  think  of  the  words  in 
which  I  should  "cry  for  mercy,"  but  could  not  think 
of  any  words  whatever.  Then  I  sank  down  upon  the 
pillow,  and  realized,  to  my  horror,  that  T  was  so  weak 
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from  my  illnesa  that,  dc  what  I  would.  I  could  not 
collect  my  thoughts  sufficiently  to  cry  for  mercy.  Once 
more  I  l<K.kp,l  at  my  watch.  Two  or  three  minutes 
only  of  tlu'  hour  were  left  me.  I  thought  I  should 
probiihly  .soon  become  unconscious.  This  roused  me 
(  .  a(lesj,erate  effort,  and  raising  my.self  on  my  knees, 
I  tried,  as  a  last  resource,  to  say  the  Lord's  Prayer.' 
I  l)"gan.  "Our  Father  which  art—"  hut  thi.  wa.s\ll 
I  could  remember.  I  was  too  ill  to  recall  what  camo 
next,  and  fell  down  upoii  my  bed  in  anguish,  but  fully 
realizing  that  on  my  d-ath-bed  it  was  too  late  to  "cry 
for  mercy. " 

It  pleased  God  to  span>  my  life,  and  som,'  time 
after  I  heard  the  (Gospel  of  free  and  fidl  salvation.  The 
preacher  pointed  out  that  "Christ  Jesus  came  into  the 
world  to  sav<.  sinners,"  and  that  if  any  man  cam-  as  a 
fiinner  to  Christ,  believing  in  nim.'and  trusting  in 
Hun.  that  very  moment  Clu-ist  would  receive  him, 
however  vile  and  sinful  he  mi-lit  be.  and  would  give 
him  eternal  life.  "Now."  cried  he.  "is  the  ac<-ep(ed 
tmie."  It  flas.  .'d  across  mv  mind.  "What  follv  to 
delay!"' 

Through  grace  1  canu-  to  Cluist.  an<l  since  that 
moment  have  been  blessed  with  the  knowle.Ig  of  my 
perfect  .safety  for  time  and  for  et-Tnitv— /•.'.  //.  f'\ 


If  we  live  in  the  Spirit  we  Khali  be  led  by  Him 
every  day  and  every  moment.  What  if  vou  were  to 
open  your  heart  to-day  to  be  filled  with  the  Holy  Spirit? 
Would  He  not  be  able  to  keep  you  every  moment  in  the 
sweet  rest  of  Cto(].—ScI. 
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GOSPEL  IN  A  SENTENCE 

There  was  once  a  caravan  numbering  in  its  com- 
pany a  godly  and  devoted  missionao-.  Ar  it  passed 
along,  a  poor,  old  man  was  overcome  by  the  labor  and 
heat  of  the  journey,  and  sinking  down,  was  left  to 
pensh  on  the  rond.  The  missionary  saw  him.  and 
when  the  others  had  passed  along,  kneeling  down  by 
hm  side,  whispered  in  hie  ear.  "Brother,  what  is  your 
hope?"  The  dying  man  raised  himself  a  little  to  reply 
and  with  great  effort  answered.  "The  blood  of  Jesus 
Chnst  cleanseth  from  all  sin,"  and  soon  expired. 

The  rnisKionary  was  greatly  astonished  at  the  an- 
swer, nn.l  from  the  calm  and  peaceful  appearance  of 
the  man.  he  felt  assured  he  had  died  in  Christ      "How 
or  when,"  he  thought,  "could  this  man,  seemingly  a 
h-athen.   have  gotten  this  hope?"     As  he  thought  of 
It,  he  observed  a  piece  of  paper  grasped  tightly  in  the 
hands  of  the  corpse.     He  succeeded  in  getting  it  out 
\\  hat  do  yo,i  think  was  his  surprise  and  delight  when 
he  found  It  was  a  single  leaf  of  the  Bible,  containing 
tho  first  chapter  of  the  first  epistle,   in  which  these 
words  occur!     On  that  one  page  the  man  had  found 
Ihe  Gospel  of  salvation. — Sel. 

A  SAD  PICTURE 

A  prominent  business  man  in  B had  two  sons 

handsome,  manly  fellows,  three  and  five  years  of  age' 
One  day,  after  starting  for  his  place  of  business  this 
man  was  seen  to  return  hurriedly  to  his  home,  and  at 
once  went  upstairs  to  the  room  where  these  two  boys 
were  supposed  to  be  innocently  playing.     Upon  enteV 
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ing  the  r(K,m  the  father  demanded  the  cigar  which  he 
had  seen  his  five-year-old  hoy  smoking  at  the  window. 
With  a  ready  falsehood  the  child  sought  to  cover  his 
act;  but  upon  examination  of  a  box  of  cigars  left  there 
by  this  father,  not  only  one.  but  several  cigars  were 
found  to  be  on  fire,  having  caught  from  the  lighted  one 
thrust  recklessly  into  the  box  by  the  detected  voung 
smoker.  " 

******* 
Fourteen  yenrs  later,  friends  wore  called  to  the 
bedside  of  thi8  son.  There  he  lay,  thin  a«  a  skeleton- 
w.th  yellow  skin-deep  purple  rings  under  the  sunken 
eyes,  l.ps  parched  and  black,  no  food  had  pas.sed  his  lips 
for  days,  no  food  could  ever  again  reach  his  stomach 
which  was  so  drawn  and  puckered  and  ri^id  that  a 
common  wasli-hoard  rosrii.blod  it  most,  so  stated  the 
attending  physician.  But  the  most  terrible  trouble 
vv.is,  the  he.qrt  completely  closed  to  Clod. 

Listen,  he  speaks:  "Oh!  mother,  mother.  I  am 
«'ilhng  to  die.  if,  by  my  death.  Charlie  can  be  saved. 
Tell  him  to  come  to  me." 

Oh!  Charlie,  brother!"  catching  his  brothers  hand 
with  a  death  grip,  "promise  me  to  quit  cigarette  smok- 
>nK:  look  at  me  !  I  ean't  stop  now,  I  will  be  dead  in  a 
short  tmie,  but  you  can  save  yourself.  Will  vou  pro- 
mise me,  Charlie?" 

Charlie's  fingers  grew  cold,  whilo  his  entire  frame 
shook  with  convulsive  weeping.  "I  can't !  I  can't  stop 
now."  was  the  Btifled.  agonizing  cry  of  this  slave— only 
sixteen  years  of  age. 

A  few  days,  and  Charlie  e  only  brother  was  dead. 
The  father,  home  from  hi«  business,  the  aged  grand- 
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men  of  the  household  idol-the  eldest  bom.  Where 
d.d  these  mouroiog  ones  turn  lor  consolation,  to  th" 
I««l,  who  g,ve«  and  take.,  awajl'  No,  no!  The  at 
w»s  blue  and  heavy  uith  tobacco  smoke.  The  dead 
boy  v,.s  laid  in  the  churchyard,  and  all  Jrol  taa 

cZettr""  "  '"^  '"""'  <"  ">»  P^P-  ''«"  -^ 
It  would  seem  a,  though  a  oivihzcd-say  nothin- 
o  a  Chnstmn-man,  having  at  heart  the  welf.ro  of 
h.s  only  remaming  boy,  with  the  awful  expe-,o„c . 
just  past  through  f„.m  the  effect  of  nicotine  17.,  on 
he  system  of  his  eldest  bom,  would  have  ^ZZ 

h  al"  "::  T  """"  ""•    °"'^  "  '>«'°88»<'  intellect 
a  heart  w,th  the  wash-board  ridges-brutah^ed.  hard 
ened  by  th,s  m.ghty  agent,  tobacco  poison-c-ould  l,a« 
^    ransformed  this  father  and  given  us  this  sad  .^ 

.«>lated  case.    In  every  town-in  many  homes,  mi.ht 
be  found  .ts  co,mterpart.    Mother.,'  hearts  h.avv,  eyes 
e.r^d,mmed,  and  all  because  th..-  husband  and-iath 
.8,  by  example-for  mo«t  boys  have  the  ambition  to 

ouJ'm/IV  I  '  ^""  "P-'-blighting  the  pure 
clean  hie  of  the,r  boy.  Father,  can  you  r..d  this 
handwntmg  on  the  wall?''  Boys,  dare  you  "take  the 
nsk  o,  „ecommg  like  Charlie's  bother;  ye,,  .-von  llk^ 
ChMhe,  who  owned  to  the  slavish  chains  of  tobacco'" 
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Regeneration  binds  the  strong  man,  entire  sancf 
tication  kills  him  and  casts  him  cut. 
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Isabel   C.    was   a  pupil   in   a   seminary,  for  young 
ladies.     Possessed  of  fine  abilities,  interesting  in  per- 
son, and  exerting  a  strong   influence   upon    her  mates 
her  teachers  were  deeply  solicitous  for  her  conversion. 
A  few  years  later,  this  seminary  was  visited  by  a 
precious  outpouring  of  God's   Spirit,   and   none   were 
more  interested  than    this    young    lady.       lint    some 
obstacle  lay  in  her  path,    so   that,    while  acknowledg- 
ing her  duty  and  her  danger,   she  weepingly  refused 
to  become  a  Christian.       One  of  the  teachers,  greatly 
distressed   on    Isabel's   account,    after  repeated   inter- 
views,  drew  from  her  the  fact  that  she  was  engaged 
to  marry  a  man  wlu)  would  not  merely  oppose?  but 
refuse    to   marry,    a   Christian    woman.'    With    many 
tears,   and   prayers,   and  entreaties,   the   kind   teacher 
set  before   the  misguided   girl   a   more  excellpnt   way, 
imploring  her  to  choose  Christ  rather  than  the  plea- 
Bures  of  sin  for  a  season,  assuring  her  that  He  would 
abundantly  make  good  to  her  this  earthly  loss.    Finally 
Isabel  consented  to  spend  the  next  two  houre  ponder- 
ing this  question,  adding  that,  if  .she  concluded  to  give 
hei-self  to   the   Saviour  of  sinners,     she    would,     that 
evening,  give  the  usual  sign  by  a  short  prayer  in  the 
Bchool  prayer  circle. 

Ah,  with  what  anxiety  did  the  few  loving  friendB 
who  knew  of  her  condition  watch  for  that  prayer, 
straining  their  ears  to  catch  the  faintest  whisper!  Bub 
her  lips  were  sealed. 

Meeting  her  teacher  at  the  door  as  thev  were  about 
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to  separate,  in  answer  to  her  look  of  anguish,  Isabel 
said:  "I  cannot,  Mies  Strong.    Charlie  will  hate  me!" 

From  that  hour  God's  Spirit  departed.  She  grew 
trifling  and  giddy,  soon  left  the  seminary,  and  became 
the  gay,  fashionable  wife  of  tlie  man  for  whom  she 
had  bartered  her  soul.  While  on  a  pleasure  excursion 
soon  after  she  was  thrown  from  a  carriage,  receiving 
injuries  from  which  ehe  died  in  a  few  days.  During 
all  those  days  she  pierced  the  hearts  of  her  friends, 
crying,  "Charlie,  I've  lost  my  soul  for  love  for  you!  I 
refused  Christ,  and  now  Ho  refuses  tvl-I" 

Dear  reader,  if  you  hav«^  not  yet  decided  the 
momentous  question,  whether  you  will  choose  Christ 
or  something  that  interferes,  pray  take  this  lesson 
to  heart.       God  will  not  be   mocked.     "Whatsoever  a 

man  sowetli,    that  shall  he  also    reap."    Gal    vi.  7 

Sel. 
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SHE  DIED  TO  SAVE  THEM 

It  was  just  midnight;  the  streets  of  a  Httle  town 
were  well-nigli  deserted,  and  peace  and  quiet  reigned 
around,  when  suddenly,  the  terrible  cry  of  "Fire! 
Fire!"  was  heard,  and  quickly  the  deserted  streets 
seemed  all  alive,  and  from  many  an  opened  window 
the  question  was  eagerly  asked,  "Where?" 

".•\t  a  lodging-houso,  in  such  a  part,"  was  the 
reply:  and  before  many  minutes  had  elapsed  the  street 
were  filled  with  hurrying  feet  and  eager  faces,  all 
pressing  on  to  the  scene  of  the  disaster. 

The  house  in  which  the  fire  was  raging  was  let  out 
in  separate  apartments  to  different  families,   and  ths 
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first  thought  was  to  save  the  lives  of  the  inhabitants 
for  even  now  the  flames  ha.l  reached  the  staircaKe    and 
great  difficulty  was  experienced  in  going  up  and  down  • 
but  at  length  the  welcome  sound  was  heard    "MI  an 
Baved!"     and  then  bu«y  hands  went  to  work  at   tli. 
enguies,  trj-ing.  if  possible,  to  save  the  l,uilding. 

But,  in  the  midst  of  the  bustle  and  confusion  a  ct 
of  horror  ran  through  the  crowd,  as  a  young  woman, 
with  a  child  in  her  arms,  appeared  at  a  window  in  the 
top  story,  loudly  calling  for  help.  She  had  been  for- 
gotten in  the  panic,  and  had  si  pt  on  until  awakened 
by  the  smoke  and  noi.e.  to  find  the  staircase  in  flames 
and  all  way  of  escape  cut  off.  For  a  moment  every 
one  in  the  crowd  seemed  paraly/ed-they  had  no  fire- 
oscape  with  which  to  mount  and  save  her. 

What  was  to  be  done  ?    Presently  a  rope  was  found 
and  strong  men,  mounting  to  the  top  of  a  roof  close 
by,  made  a  noose  in  it.  and  quickly  managed  so  to  drop 
it  that  the  young  woman  could  catch  it  at  the  window. 
The   crowd   below   watched    with   intense   int^^rest 
while,  with  loving  hands,  she  fastened  the  rope  round 
the  child,  and  then  carefully  the  men  lowered  it,  and 
kmd  arms  received  and  bore  the  little  one  to  a  place 
of  safety.       And  as  quickly  a«  poF-sible  the  rope  was 
sent  up   again,   for,   ere   this,   flames  had  reached  the 
window,   but  a  fresh  cry  of  horror  was  heard,   as  the 
.voung  woman  appeared   again,   holding  another  little 
child. 

"Save  yourself,"  cried  some,  for  by  this  time  the 
slight  garments  which  enveloped  her  had  caught  fire  • 
but,  heedless  of  herself,  and  of  their  cries,  she  made 
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the  rojH.  fast  round  the  second  little  one    and  watched 
it  with  iiiu'ijse  eagernetw,  until  .she  saw  it  whs  Hgft . 

And  now  one.,  more  the  rope  was  hois(,.,|.  In  ,i 
niorne'it  she  seized  it,  Ijound  it  round  her  waist,  and 
WHS  speedily  lowered,  and  notwithstanding  the  flames 
wliich  enveloped  lier,  many  a  kind  hand  was  stretched 
out  to  receive  and  bear  her  gently  to  the  ground.  It 
was  t(X)  late  to  save  her— nothing  that  could  he  done 
availe<l ;  the  injury  the  fire  had  inflicted  on  her  was  too 
great.  In  a  short  time  she  died.  She  had  saved 
others.  The  two  little  oneH  were  lovingly  sheltered  in 
some  kind  mother '«  arms.  She  could  not  save  herself 
and  them.  She  had  risked  her  own  young  life  and  lost 
it,  to  save  the  children. 

Just  a  /aint  picture  of  what  .Ickus  did  for  us. 
He  laid  down  His  life  for  us.  But  the  Saviour  was  un- 
der no  obligation  to  save  a  perishing  world.  He  laid 
down  His  life  of  Himself— no  man  could  take  it  from 
Him.  He  had  power  to  lay  it  down  and  He  had  power 
to  take  it  again.  He  acted  under  the  constraint  of 
love. 

It  was  the  utter  helplessness  of  the  children  that 
must  have  touched  that  young  mother's  heart.  She 
was  not  their  mother,  though  she  had  charge  of  them, 
and  loved  them  dearly;  but  as  she  looked  and  saw 
how  utterly  unable  they  were  to  save  thomselveB,  she 
could  not  let  them  perish,  and  so,  forgetting  herself, 
Hhe  risked  all  for  their  safety.  "When  we  were 
yet  withoxit  strength,  Christ  died  for  the  ungodly." 
— Sel. 
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A  huh,   who  hnd  ju8t  «at  down  to  bn-akfaKt    hud 
a   Mi-oi,^    i.uproKsioM    ii,K,n    ht-r   u.ind    that   she    n.ust 
H'st.u.tlv   carry  a  loaf  of  bread  to       ,KX)r  ,na„.   who 
I'Vi'd  ulx.ut  half  a  unU.  away   iron,  h.r  house  by   the 
«uh'  ol  a  co.M,Mon.     II.t  husband  wished  her  either  to 
post,,<.„e   (iu.   taking  of  th.-  loaf    of  brea.l   until    after 
»-|-Hkla.t.  or  send  it  l,y  h.r  s.-rvant ;  but  she  chose  to 
take  It  herself  .nstantly.     As  «he  approached  the  hut. 
she  heard   the  sound  of  a  hunuu.   voice.      Anxious  to 
hear  what  it  was,   she  stepped  softly,   unperceived.  to 
the  door.     She  now  heard  the  ixK.r  man  prayin-    and 
am<.ng  other  things  he  naid.  "(),   I.,rd  help  me;  J^>rd* 
Thou  wilt  help  n.e;   Thy   Providence  cannot  fail;  and 
although  my  wile.  self,  and  children  have  no  bread  to 
eat.   and  it  i«  now   a  whole  day  nince   we  had  any     I 
know  Thou   wilt  supply,   thou-'i,  Thou  shouldest  rain 
down  manii  i  from  heaven." 

The  lady  could  wait  no  longer,  she  opened  the  door. 

les,     she  replied.  "Go<l  has  sent  you  reUef ;  take  this 

oaf  and  be  encouraged  to  'Cast  your  care  upon  Him. 

for  lie  careth  for  you,'  arul  when  you  even  want  a  loaf 

of  bread,  come  to  my  house.    -    Taken  from  Anecdotes 

on  the  CattcJiixni. 


"He  that  dwelleth  in  lovo  dwelleth  in  God."  God 
18  love.  iHJVe,  withf.nt  .rstiiiction  or  calculation,  with- 
out procrastination.  Laxish  it  upon  the  poor  where  it 
18  very  easy,  e.specially  upon  the  rich,  who  often  need 
'  most;  most  of  all  upon  our  equals,  where  it  is  verv 
difficult.— Sf7. 
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I  CAN  SEE  THE  OLD  DEVIL  HERE  ON 
THE  BED  WITH  ME 

There  lived  at  one  time,  in  our  neigh borliood,  a  man 

whom  we  will  call  Mr.   B .     He  was  intelligent. 

lively,  a  good  conversationalist,  and  had  many  friends. 

^^-   B loved  tobacco  and  strong  drink,  and  was 

not  friendly  to  Christianity.  He  would  not  attend 
church,  and  would  laugh,  and  make  fun  of  religion, 
and  some  of  his  neighbors  he  would  call  Deacon  So- 
and-so,  for  fun. 

But  Mr.  B was  growing  old.     His  head  was 

frosted  over  with  many  winters,  and  he  had  long  since 
passed  his  threescore  and  ten  yeare. 

At  the  close  of  a  wintry  day,  in  a  blinding  snow- 
storm, a  neighbor  called  at  our  home,  saying  Mr.  B 

wished  to  see  my  husband.     Knowing  Mr.  B was 

ill,  my  husband  was  soon  on  his  way.  On  entering  the 
sick  room,  he  asked  what  he  wished  him  for.  He  re- 
plied, "Oh,  I  want  you  to  pray  for  me."  "Shall  I 
not  read  a  chapter  from  the  Bible  to  you  firet?"  was 
asked.     He  assented.     The  chapter  selected  was  the 

fifth  of  St.  John.     While  reading,  Mr.  B would 

say,  "I  can  see  the  old  devil  here  on  the  bed  with  me, 
and  he  takes  everything  away  from  me  as  fast  as  you 
read  it  to  me,  and  there  are  little  ones  on  each  side  of 
me." 

After  reading,  prayer  was  offered  for  him,  and  he 
was  told  to  pray  for  himself.  He  said  :  "I  have  prayed 
for  two  days  and  nights  and  can  get  no  answer.  I  /?an 
shed  tears  over  a  corpse ;  but  over  this  Jesus  I  cannot 
shed  a  tear.     Ifc  is  too  late,  too  late!       Twenty-five 
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years  ago,  at  a  camp-meeting  held  near  my  home,  was 
the  time  that  I  ought  to  have  given  my  heart  to  Jesus. 
Oh!"  he  cried,  "see  the  steam  coming  up!  See  the 
river  rising  higher  and  higher !  Soon  it  will  be  over  me 
and  I  will  be  gone." 

The  room  was  filled  with  companions  of  other  days ; 
not  a  word  was  spoken  by  them.  Fear  seemed  to  have 
taken  hold  of  them ;  and  some  said  after  that,  "I  never 
believed  in  a  hell  before,  but  I  dw  now.  Oh!  how 
terrible!" 

Mr.  B lived  but  a  short  time  after  this,  and 

then  died  as  he  had  lived,  a  stranger  to  Jesus,  with  no 
interest  in  His  cleansing  blood. — E.  A.  Roiccs. 
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PACKED  UP 

The  man  of  whom  I  speak  was  a  Guernsey  man, 
whose  name  was  Tom.  He  was  steward  on  board  a 
large  collier,  and  going  below  with  another  man  to 
fetch  up  some  stores,  and  striking  a  match,  a  great 
explosion  from  some  gas  took  place,  and  he  and  his 
mate  were  fearfully  injured.  Tom's  mate  died  in  a 
few  days;  but  Tom  himself,  who  was  still  more  fear- 
fully injured,  soon  sank.  His  injuries  were  such  that 
I  do  not  like  to  write  about  them;  and  I  dare  say 
you  would  not  like  to  read  about  them  either. 

Dreadful  as  were  poor  Tom's  injuries— so  bad,  that, 
to  keep  him  together  at  all,  they  had  to  wrap  him  up 
in  an  old  sail  to  carry  him  to  the  hospital — he  yet, 
Btrange  to  say,  was  quite  sensible;  and  his  first  words 
were,  "Glory  to  God,  I'm  not  afraid  to  die !  I  know  in 
whom  I  have  believed."    The  doctor  was  soon  by  hie 
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bedside,  and  said,  "I  will  do  my  best  for  you,  my  poor 
man."  "Poor:"  cried  Tom;  "poor!  Oh,  no;  I  have 
an  inheritance,  a  kingdom,  and  a  crown;  T  am  nearing 
the  port,  and  I  shall  cast  anchor."  Soon  aiter,  the 
captain  came  and  spoke  to  him  with  respect  to  hrs 
wages  and  clothes,  hut  he  replied:  "Do  not  speak  of 
anything  worldly;  I've  done  with  all,  except  my  wife 
and  daugliter.  The  Lord  save  them;  tell  them  to 
meet  me  in  heaven."  Poor  Tom  was  now  quite 
exhausted,  when  some  one  standing  by  remarked,  "He 
will  soon  be  gone."  At  the.se  words  he  cried  out,  "Yes. 
I  shall  soon  be  gone ;  but  /  am  packed  up,  got  my  ticket 
—ready— to — go— home  !"— and  then  immediately  he 
died. 

This  was  no  sudden  thought,  no  mere  raving  of 
delirium,  but  the  outcome  of  poor  Tom's  settled  faith; 
he  had  the  same  feelings  in  death  as  he  had  experi- 
enced in  life;  for  it  seems  that  six  weeks  before  this 
took  place,  he  had  said  to  a  friend,  "1  have  an  im- 
pression that  my  time  on  earth  is  short — very  short, 
but,  glory  to  my  Heavenly  Father,  I  am  ready  for  all 
His  blessed  will;  sudden  death  would  be  sudden 
glory.  I  believe  my  race  is  nearly  run.  Farewell,  till 
we  meet  in  heaven." 


A  holy  life  is  an  example  in  more  senses  than  one. 
We  usually  think  of  a  good  man  as  an  example  to 
follow;  but  he  is  more  than  that;  he  is  an  example  of 
what  the  grace  of  God  does  for  a  man.  The  life  of 
Jesus  is  our  perfect  pattern  to  go  by,  but  the  lives  of 
those  who  have  followed  His  stops  are  the  assurance  of 
God,  that  we,  too,  may  bo  like  Him. — Sel. 
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THE  LAST  NEGLECTED  OPPORTUNITY 

"Robert,"  said  a  sea-captain  to  a  strong,  brave, 
vouiig  fellow,  with  whom  he  was  walking  up  and  down 
the  quaiter-deek  of  a  vessel  which  was  bailing  up  the 
English  channel,  "I  love  you,  my  son." 

It  was  a  beautiful,  clear  nigiit,  and  the  vessel  was 
nearing  port,  after  more  than  a  year's  vo;)agc  to  foreign 
shores. 

"I  know  you  do,  captam,"  answered  the  young 
man,  who  was  mate  of  the  vessel.  "You  are  my  best 
friend.  You  took  me  when  I  was  an  orphan,  mother- 
less and  fatherless,  and  you  have  been  so  kind  to  me, 
captain.     I  love  you." 

"But,  Robert,"  said  the  captain,  'Oh,  I  have  asked 
you  so  often  to  give  your  heart  to  Christ.  1  am  afraid 
to  have  you  go  ashore  without  being  a  Christian." 

"Oh,"  replied  Robert,  "you  krmv  I  am  going  to 
get  married ;  and  if  I  were  a  Christian  I  (tould  not  drink 
wine,  or  take  my  wife  to  the  theatre.  I  sh-  !1  be  a  real 
Christian,  captain,  when  I  become  one  by  profession. 
You  must  not  press  me  too  hard." 

But  the  captain  continued  to  plead  with  him, 
urging  his  increasing  res|K)nsibilities  in  life,  by  saying 
that  when  he  next  sailed  from  port  .he  would  be  master 
of  a  vessel,  and,  concluding  with  "Let  us  tell  God, 
now,  that  you  will  give  Him  your  heart." 

"Oh!  captain,"  pleaded  Robert,  "do  not  press  me. 
I  cannot  do  it  now.  I  intend  to  be  a  Christian.  Do 
not  fear;  there  is  plenty  of  time." 

The  captain  burst  into  t^ars,  and  after  one  more 
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futile  effort,  in  which  he  pleaded  thut  it  miyht  be  too 
late,  even  to-morrow,  lie  retired  to  his  cabin. 

He  had  no  sooner  reached  it  than  he  heard  the 
cry  tliat  strikes  terror  to  everj-  sailor's  heart,  "Man 
overboard  I ' ' 

The  mizzen-boom  had  struck  Robert  while  he  was 
leaning  over  the  side  of  the  vessel  meditating  upon 
his  conversation  with  the  captain,  and  he  had  been 
thrown  overboard. 

The  captain  rushed  on  deck  and  ordered  a  boat 
manned,  but  without  avail;  probably  rendered  insen- 
sible by  the  blow,  that  strong  young  man  had  sunk  and 
did  not  rise  to  the  surface. 

It  was  too  late !  too  late ! 

He  had  neglected  Jesus ;  expecting  a  long  life ;  he 
did  not  live  five  minutes  after  his  last  neglected  oppor- 
tunity of  accepting  Jesus,  the  Christ. 

Can  you  tell  when  you  will  die? — Sel. 

PRAY  IN  HIS  WILL 

A  young  mother's  only  child  lay  dying.  Every- 
thing that  love  and  skill  could  do  was  useless.  The 
mother  became  frantic  with  grief,  and  sent  for  a  saint- 
ly minister  to  pray  for  the  child's  recovery.  He  came, 
and  all  went  well  until  i..  his  prayer  he  asked  God 
to  overrule  in  the  matter  of  the  child's  life,  and  that 
His  will  should  be  done.  In  an  instant  she  was  upon 
her  feet. 

"No,  I  will  not  have  'God's  will,'  I  want  my  child 
to  live." 

The  man  of  God  tried  to  quiet  her  and  show  her  the 
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awfulncBS  of  her  actions,  and  explained  to  her  that 
"rebellion  is  as  the  ein  of  witchcraft,"  but  eho  was 
"set"  in  her  way.  She  paced  the  floor,  wringing  her 
hands  and  crying,  "He  will  not  die.  God  took  every- 
thing else,  and,  He  dare  not  take  my  child." 

The  minister  could  do  no  more  but  leave  her  to  her- 
self, and  the  mercy  of  God.  IT,-  eoon  left  the  town 
and  heard  no  more  about  the  case.  But  it  had  made  a 
deep  impression  upon  him.  One  day  he  \;>m  obliged 
to  be  present  at  the  execution  of  a  young  man  in  the 
town  where  he  now  resided.  As  he  watched  the  stal- 
wart youth  march  fearlessly  to  the  gallows  he  thought 
of  the  mother,  who,  no  doubt,  had  bent  every  energy 
to  make  an  honest  boy  out  of  him.  A  hand  was  gently 
laid  upon  his  ami.  By  his  side  stood  a  lady  dressed  in 
deep  mourning.  She  was  hardly  above  forty  years  of 
age,  but  her  hair  was  a  spotless  white,  and  her  face 
bore  lines  of  deepest  distress. 

"I  am  so  glad  you  are  here.  T  have  something  I 
longed  to  tell  you  for  a  long  time.       Do  you  remember 

about  eighteen  year?  ago,   in   the   town  of  L you 

were  called  upon  to  pray  for  a  dying  child?  That  young 
man  you  see  yonder  was  the  sick  child,  and  I  am  that 
rebellious  mother.  I  did  not  know  then  that  'rebellion 
ie  as  the  sin  of  witchcraft,'  or  what  it  meant,  but  I 
know  it  now.  He  began  to  get  better  from  that  tune 
on,  and  I  have  seen  nothing  but  trouble  with  him  e»cr 
since.  To-day,  at  the  age  of  twenty-one,  I  see  him 
die  the  murderer's  death.  I  would  to  God  he  had  died 
then.  But  I  had  my  way.  I  sometimes  feel  a^ 
though  I  could  not  live  through  it  all.     The  Bible  is 
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true.  'Wliutvsoever  u  muti  sowtth  thut  shull  he  aluo 
reap.'  I  have  brought  thin  upon  myself,  uiid  to-day,  I 
am  reaping  some  ot  the  hitter  seed  I  }iave  Bown." 

The  signal  was  given,  the  trap  door  sprung,  and  a 
few  moments  hiter  the  mother  went  to  receive  the  Hfe- 
less  body  of  lier  son. — Sel. 
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BEAUTIFUL  HANDS 

There  is  a  story  told  of  a  mother  who  had  gone 
about  her  home  with  her  hands  always  gloved;  but 
one  day  her  child  came  into  the  room  and  found  the 
hands  bare;  they  were  horribly  disfigured,  and  the  child 
looked  at  them  just  a  moment,  and  then  turned  away 
with  a  sob.  Th2  mother  called  her  to  her  side  and 
said  : 

"My  child,  when  yea  were  just  a  baby  our  house 
was  on  fire.  There  was  no  way  to  save  you,  except 
for  me  to  fight  through  the  flames;  and.  when  I  found 
you,  the  way  of  escape  was  cut  ofT;  but  I  climbed  from 
the  window  and  dropped  you  into  the  arms  that  were 
upreaching  to  receive  you.  Then,  when  I  started  to 
descend  by  the  trellis,  built  up  against  the  side  of  the 
house,  I  miesed  my  hold,  and,  falling  down,  these 
hands  were  torn  by  the  nails,  and  disfigured,  as  you 
see.     My  child,  th.-y  wore  torn  for  you." 

And  'hen  the  child  put  her  face  down  into  the 
hands,  and  sobbed  again  and  again,  "Beautiful  hands! 
beautiful  hands!"  as  she  kissed  them  over  and  over. 

Well  may  we  look  up  into  Christ's  face  by  faith, 
and  say,  "Beautiful  hands!  beautiful  hands!  beautiful 
feet!    Torn  and  mnrked  and  scarred  for  us."— ,Sr?. 
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In  a  torriljlo  lu-cideiit  in  the  coal  niinp8  near  Serau- 
ton.  IVniisylvania.  siiveral  men  were  buried  for  throe 
days,  and  all  efforts  to  i  seue  them  proved  unsueceBs- 
ful.  The  majority  of  the  minens  were  (rermans.  The 
would-he  resellers  were  in  a  state  of  intense  t.vrite- 
ment,  caused  by  sympathy  for  the  wives  and  children 
of  the  buried  men.  and  despair  at  their  own  balked 
efforts. 

A  great  mob  of  ignorant  men  and  women  assem- 
bled at  the  mouth  of  the  mine,  on  the  evening  of  the 
third  day,  in  a  condition  of  high  nervous  tension  which 
fitted  them  for  any  mad  act. 

A  hasty  word  or  gesture  might  have  produced  an 
outbreak  of  fury.  Standing  near  me  wa«  a  little  Ger- 
man girl,  perhaps  eleven  years  old.  Her  pale  face 
and  frightened  glances  from  side  to  side  showed  that 
she  fully  understood  the  danger  of  the  moment.  Sud- 
denly, with  a  great  effort,  she  began  to  sing  in  a  hoaree 
whisper,  which  could  not  be  heard.  Then  she  gained 
courage,  and  her  sweet  childish  voice  rang  out  in 
Luther's  grand  old  hymn,  familiar  to  every  Tierman 
from  his  cradle  : 


"A  mighty  fortress  is  our  God." 

There  was  a  silence  like  death.  Then  one  voice 
joined  the  girl's,  and  presently  another,  and  another, 
until  from  the  whole  great  multitude  rose  the  solemn 
crv : 
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"With  force  of  arnifi,  we  nothing  can. 

Full  soon  are  wt  o'errwlikn. 
But  for  us  fights  the  grxlly  Man 

Whom  (Uxl  Hirnsolf  hath  bidden; 
AbIc  ye  His  name 

Christ  Jj'Hus  is  Ilis  name." 

A  great  quiot  seemed  to  fall  upon  their  hearte. 
They  rofiumed  their  work  with  fresh  zeal,  and  before 
mom.ng  the  joyful  rry  came  up  from  the  pit  that  the 
men  were  found— alive. 

Never  was  a  word  more  in  season  than  that  child's 
hymn— iSV/. 

DYING  WITHOUT  CHRIST 

Mr.  Arvine  tells  us  of  a  beautiful  young  lady,  about 
eighteen  years  of  age. 

During  a  season  of  revival,  when  many  of  her  young 
friends  were  giving  their  hearts  to  God.  the  family 
physicir-  urged  her  to  become  a  Christian.  She  re- 
plied,  "how  can  I  think  of  becoming  pious,  when  by 
doing  so  I  shall  debar  myself  of  the  privilege  of  attend- 
ing balls?    Our  minister  says  'dancing  is  wrong.'     If 

the  Rev.  Mr.  was  our  minister.  I  think  I  would 

venture  to'  become  pious,  for  he  allows  this  innocent 
amusement."  The  physician  reminded  her.  "that  she 
would  yet  see  the  difference  between  a  life  of  amuse- 
ment and  a  life  of  prayer. " 

Ere  long  the  physician  was  called  to  her  bed-side 
for  she  was  dangerously  sick.     She  asked  an    nterest 
m  his  prayers.    Subsequent  events  shall  be  given  in  his 
own  words. 
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"A  «ort  of  lou  murmur  or  u.ouning  was  hoanl  from 
h...     mif.o,„.„,.,l   lips,  j..„,   »,„.„  ,„,|,j  b  "^-^ 

around  h,M-.     bh,-  ..ontuu.c.d  iu  ,1„,  condition  for  ^ev 

eral  hour.,  dur.ng  „hi„h  period  .h.  occionally  ut- 

red  th..  most  hear,.,oucl,ins  «ncl  unearthi     JJ  \ 

-they  d.tr..ssed  u.  „„.  At  ,„»t,  pu.tin,  „,  mouth 
to  h.r  ,.,,r.  s,Md.  M„rj-  A,m,  do  tell  mo  wtuit  .„e«n 
those  unear,l:l,  ,roans  ,.|,i,.h  wo  hear  fron,  vo„ '  Vh„" 
i«  the  matter,  inv  dear  ohil,I>  II  it  ■  •""'""« 
tell  ■„  ,     1  u  ,  ''  "  '"  ■''"'"■  l»»er  lO 

hi        ,■        =  '"'^  >'""■'     •''"'  "'■"•■•  *'"'"'  forgot 

'ho  ropl.v.     She  opened  her  onee  heautiful  eves    slowW 

r«,sed  her  pale  and  attenuated  hand,  and  fixing  .'.r  me  ^ 
look  that  made  m.v  soul  a.-he,-s„eh  was  i,"  solemn 
n  e„.,^.      ,„.  .said  with  an   audihieness  „,  her     J" 
that  utterly  nstonishrd  us  all: 

'"Bootor.  doctor,  thor,  i..  a  difft-renco  holuonn  a 
.foofamus.rno„t.andalin.ofpra.^.r.  Oh,  it  is  hard 
to  d.o  w.thout  an  interest  i.  hri-  She  closed  hr 
oyos.  her  han.l  f.li,  and  nu  ur^  lent  sJn  fi! 
-thl,  anguish  of  the  sufferer.,  rded-shr  '  I 
not  n.a,n.'-,Sr/.  from   Thr  True   "     .„.„.  ^  ° 
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rod  T  ""^  r'  ^'^^^'-^  '"^^'''^^'^  ^-  th'^  Spirit  of 
God.  He  went  home  and  said  to  hi.  ther  •  ''I  teU 
you.  mother,  there  is  no  use  talking,  tl  .int  .>f  God 
-  there  S.„,e  wicked  youn,  men  ...  ^J^ 
went  to  the  altar  and  turned  from  their  «,■  .  '  ,v-r^ 
converted.     I  tell  you,  mother,  God  is  ther 
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Thii:  niothiT  litul  fiiouRh  carnality  in  hor  \w.,,t  to 
hate  liolinoHs.  She  turnod  m  tli.-  '  Imy  ,.,ul  hc««n 
nmkin-  fun  of  him.  ati.l  "-iiyin--'  him  bt'cn.iso  he  went 
to  til.-  111.',. tin.,',  aii.l  kept  it  up  Si.  luTsiKt.-ntl.v  that  ho 
yu'UUnl  and  lot  tho  mooting  pass  hy  without  weoking  the 
Jiord. 

In  two  Weeks  that  prccioim  hoy  was  tak.-n  .;ck. 
The  doctor  wan  fiastily  siinnnoned,  and  when  ho  came 
the  mother  liappened  to  ho  out.  He  examinod  tho 
\xn\  threw  up  his  hands  and  sai<l.  "?.:  hoy.  von  are 
awfully  sick;  you  hav.'  only  a  short  time  to  hvo."  Ho 
said,  "Is  that  ho'.'    Then  call  mother." 

The  mother  c.-une  into  the  room  and  met  tho  oyos 
of  her  Jx)y.  hiazinp  with  tho  hato  of  holl.  as  he  suid. 
"Moth(>r.  I  have  sent  for  you  to  ourso  you  to  your 
face,  and  I  wi!!  curse  you  in  holl  forever,  for  when  I 
wanted  to  fjo  to  tho  mootitif;.  and  f,'ivo  my  heart  to 
God,  you  lauchod  mo  out  of  it,  and  now  I  have  f,'ot  to 
die.  and  I  have  got  to  go  to  hell."  Oh,  it  is  an  awful 
thinp  to  resist  the  Holy  Ghost. 

I^f-  P .  ft  ^Toat  ovangoli.^t  of  L University, 

told  this  in  iny  presence.  Ho  said.  "My  father  was  an 
infidel.  He  wrote  a  great  book  on  infidelity  which  was 
never  published.  My  mother's  brother  soon  imbibed 
the  infidelity  of  my  father,  and  he  became,  at  the  age 
of  twenty-seven,  a  perfect  demon,  an  infidel  of  the 
ranke.st  kind.  He  used  to  laugh  at  me  and  my  brother 
because  we  served  the  Ix^rd.  One  day,  in  the  harvest 
field,  to  show  his  great  atheistic  daring,  he  dropped 
his  cradle  and  rolled  up  his  sleeves  and  challenged  God. 
He  said.  'I  dare  God  the  Father  to  come  down  and 
fight  with  me ;  I  dare  God  the  Son  to  come  down  and 
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fij^M  with  „...,•    Co.,  the  Vr  h.  t  and  So,,  took  the  in- 
suit;  hut  tfu.  lu.xt  day.  u.th  that  auful  dnrin^.  he  laid 
down  hiH  rrndle  a«ain.  rolled  up  his  sleeves  and  naid    'I 
dure  the  Holy  rihowt  to    eome    down    and    fi^ht    n.'e  ' 
Quicker  than  a  flash  the  fellow  dropped,  parnlvzed  from 
hiH  ar       ,iown.       They  earri...!  '  irn  to  the  house  and 
fionl  .   ,>  ily  for  two  doctors,  who  catne  and  oxa.nine^ 
hitn.   ...,d  <lec'lared   M.ey  did   not  know  what  was  the 
n.atter  with  hini;  they  had  ncner  seen  anything  like  it. 
In  the  early  part  of  his  s  rkness  he  ho^nu  to  j^'roan.  'O 
i^ternity.   eternity;   how  shall   I  .-.pend  eterniu  "     He 
had  heautiful.   Ion;;,   eurly   In.ir,   and  for  four  davs  ho 
pulled  at  it  until  he  had  pulle.l  it  all  out.     On  the  ninth 
day.  just  a«  the  sun  was  Roinfr  down,  he  ^Toatu-d  out. 
'O  eternity,  eternity:  how  can  I  endure  otoniitv:''  And 
he  was  gone." — Sd. 


NOT  ASHAMHD  OF  JESUS 

There  was  a  young  woman  brought  up  hv  an  un- 
godly father,  who  had  never  taken  her  to  ehurch  or 
chapel :  and  tlur..  are  pl.-nty  of  fathers  a.id  mothers.  I 
believe,  who  will  have  to  suffer  the  righteous  judgment 
of  th(.  Almighty  for  their  con.luot  towanls  their  children 
in  this  respect. 

This  girl  went  to  a  chapel  where  "ChriKt  and  Him 
cru"ified"  was  preached  as  the  only  way  of  being 
saved,  and  it  proved  the  power  of  God  to  her  salvation. 
She  told  her  father  that  she  had  been  to  chapel,  and 
that  the  Lord  had  pardoned  her  eins.  She  says,  "Oh, 
father,  you  never  told  me  that  I  had  a  soul  to  bo 
saved;  you  took  me     to     balls,     and     concerts,     and 
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theat  es.  and  parties,  but  you  never  told  me  that  I  had 
a  .oul  to  be  saved."    The  old  father  seemed  to  be  nut 
out  about  this.     He  said;  "If  thou  goest  in^  tha 
door  agam  I  shall  turn  thee  out  of  doors." 

The  devil  harassed  her,  and  told  her  to  give  up 

she'tuli     Tl''^  .'"'  ''"  ^^  '^'^  ^«*---'d  that 
ehe  Hould  not  be  ashamed  of  Jesus.     She  went  up  to 

her  closet,  took  up  her  Bible  and  read  these  words 

Zrr-^"'\''  '"'  "^^  ^«*^-  ^--1^^  -e,   then 
the  Lord  will  take  me  up. "  ."len 

said^'-'^l^""'^^^'  ''^?  '^'  '""^^  downstairs,  the  father 
If  von  .      ■•  Tl  ^^'T  ^''  ^'"'^  ^^'"8  this  morning? 

2  :gi:^^'^  ''^^  ^'^^^^  ^'^"  ^""^^  -*  ^-^-  -^ 

The  Irave  girl  went.  The  text  was.  "When  my 
father  and  my  mother  foi^ake  me.  then  the  Lord  will 
take  me  up. 

The  minister  seemed  to  preach  all  to  that  young 
^dy;  the  tears  flowed  down  her  cheeks  all  the  time 
When  she  got  home  her  wicked,  old  father  turned  her 
out  of  doors.  She  would  not  tell  anyone  her  tale,  but 
she  wandered  away  until  the  dark  winter's  night  came 
on.  A  storm  was  raging.  She  lay  down  bv  the 
wayeide.      ,  ^  ,     mc 

When  her  poor  old  mother  and  father  thought  about 
her  they  would  have  given  the  world  to  have  had  her 
back  agam.  They  sent  the  bellman  round  the  town  to 
say  that  she  had  left  home,  but  no  one  knew  where 
she  wa^.  A  man  who  was  going  with  a  cart  passed 
the  place  where  she  as  lying,  saw  the  form  of  a  female 
and  went  to  see  who  it  was.   She  told  him  that  because 
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her  out  of  her  home,  and  that  her  heart  was  broken. 
Well      he  said,  "if  thy  father  turned  thee  out.  I  will 
be  a  father  to  thee,  if  thou  lovest  Jesus'" 

an  inn.'"  ^'  '"'  ''  '"^'"  '''  ^'^'  '^'''  ^"""^  ^^-^""  ^t 

The  bellman  was  just  crying  out  that  she  had  left 
her  home ;  the  old  father  and  mother  did  not  like  to  say 
hat  they  had  turned  her  out  of  doors.  The  man  went 
to  them  and  said.  "You  have  lost  a  young  woman  who 
uou  d  not  be  ashamed  of  Christ,  and  I  can  find  her  " 
ile  took  her  home. 

The  poor  father  trembled  when  he  saw  her,  and 
said  :  My  daughter,  will  you  forgive  me?"  The  mother 
clasped  her  to  her  bosom  and  cried.  "Will  you  forgive 
me  Poor  girl !  With  a  loving  heart,  like  her  Saviour 
she  rephed.  "Yes.  I  do  forgive  you-and  may  the  Lord 
forgive  you." 

But  that  night  was  the  cause  of  her  death.  Before 
she  died  she  asked  her  father  and  mother  to  allow  her 
to  have  her  coffin  made  and  brought  home  to  her;  and 
she  said.  "I  Bhould  like  to  have  my  shroud  made  to  lie 
in,  and  look  at  death  that  has  lost  its  sting  through 
the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  and  smile  at  him  before  I 
depart." 

When  they  were  brought,  she  was  sitting  in  an 
easy-chair,  and  her  parents  were  standing  by.  She 
looked  at  the  coffin,    and   at  the    shroud;     and  said. 

Father,  these  are  the  robes  that  I  am  to  be  dressed 
m  till  the  resurrection  moi-n."       Then  she  shouted- 

Oh,  death  where  is  try  sting?    0  grave,  where  is  thy 
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victory?    Thanks  be  unto  God.  who  giveth  me  the  vic- 
tory through  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ." 

The  poor  old  father  and  mother  wept,  and  as  the 
dear  girl  prayed  for  God  to  save  them,  the  power  of 
the  hving  God  came  down  into  that  chamber,  and  they 
found  pardon  and  peace  through  the  blood  of  the 
Lamb. — Scl. 

TWO  LITTLE  BOYS'  FAITH 

A  story  is  told  of  a  little  boy  in  London  who  had 
both  hus  legs  broken  by  a  dray  passing  over  them.  He 
was  laul  away  in  one  of  the  beds  of  the  hospital  to 
d.e,  and  another  creature  of  the  same  class  was  sl- 
ewed to  he  down  by  the  side  of  the  little  crushed  bov 
tie  crept  up  to  him  and  said  : 

Bobby,  did  you  never  hear  about  Jesus?" 
"No,  I  never  heard  of  Him." 

"Bobbie,  I  went  to  the  misison  school  once,  and 
they  told  us  that  Jesus  would  take  you  to  heaven  when 
you  die,  and  you'd  never  hunger  any  more,  and  have 
no  more  pain,  if  you  axed  Him." 

"I  couldn't  ax  such  a  big  gentleman  as  He  is  to  do 
anythmg  for  me.  He  wouldn't  stop  to  speak  to  a  boy 
like  me."  "^ 

"But  He'll  do  all  that,  if  you  ax  Him." 
"How  can  I  ax  Him,  if  I  don't  know  where  He 
ivps,  and  how  can  I  get  there  when  both  my  legs  are 
broken?"  ^      fe        « 

"Bobby,  they  told  me  at  the  mission  school  how  as 
Jesus  passes  by." 

"Teacher  says  as  how  He  goes  around.     How  do 
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you  know  but  that  He  might  come  around  to  this  hos- 
pital to-night?  You'd  know  Him  if  you  was  to  see 
Him. 

"But  1  can't  keep  my  eyes  open.  .Aly  leg  hurts  so 
awiui  bad.     Doctor  says  I'll  die." 

"Bobby,  hold  up  your  hand  and  He'll  know  what 
you  want,  when  He  passes  by." 

They  got  the  hand  up.  It  dropped.  Tried  again. 
It  slowly  fell  back.  Three  times  he  got  it  up.  only  to 
let  It  fall.     Bursting  into  tears,  he  said:  "I'll  give  it 

"Bobby,  put  your  elbow  on  my  pillow;  I  can  do 
without  it."     So  one  hand  was  propped  up. 

In  the  morning  when  the  nurses  made  their  rounds 
they  found  the  child  dead,  with  his  little  hand  held 
up  for  Jesus.— Tafcen  from  Y.  p.  G. 

A  PATHETIC  STORY 

I  was  sitting  at  my  breakfast  table  one  Sabbath 
morning,  when  I  was  called  to  my  door  by  the  ring 
of  the  bell.  There  stood  a  boy  about  fourteen  years 
of  age,  poorly  clad,  but  had  tidied  up  as  best  he  could 

He  was  leaning  upon  crutches ;  one  leg  off  at  the 
knee.  In  a  voice  trembling  with  emotion,  and  tears 
coursmg  down  his  cheeks,  he  said  : 

"Mr.  Hoagland,  I  am  Freddy  Brown.  I  have  come 
*o  see  ri  you  will  go  to  the  jail  and  talk  and  pray  with 
my  father.  He  is  to  be  hung  to-morrow  for  the  murder 
of  my  mother.  My  father  was  a  good  man.  but 
whiskey  did  it.  I  have  three  little  sistei>,  younger 
than  myself.  We  are  very,  very  poor,  and  have  no 
friends.     We  live  in  a  dark  and  dingv  room.     I  do  the 
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best   I  can   to  support  my  sistern  by   selling  paper, 
blacking  boot«,  and  odd  jobs,  but,  Mr.  Hoagland    we 
are  awfully  poor.     Will  you  come  and  be  with  us  when 
fathers     body   is   brought   homo:*     The   governor   says 
we  may  have  his  body  after  he  is  hung." 

I  was  deeply  moved  to  pity.     I  promised,  and  made 
hafite  to  the  jail,  where  I  found  his  father. 

He  acknowledged  that  he  must  have  murdered  his 
wife,  for  the  cireumstances  pointed  that  way,  but  he 
had  not  the  slightest  remembrance  of  the  deed.  He 
said  :  "My  wife  was  a  good  woman  and  faithful  mother 
to  my  httle  children.  Never  did  I  dream  that  mv  hand 
could  be  guilty  of  such  a  crime."  The  man  could  face 
the  penalty  of  the  law  bravely  for  his  deed,  but  he 
broke  down  and  cried  as  if  his  heart  would  break  when 
be  thought  of  leaving  his  children  in  a  destitute  and 
friendless  condition.  I  read  and  prayed  with  him,  and 
left  him  to  his  fate. 

The  next  morning  I  made  my  way  to  the  miserable 
quarters  of  these  children.  I  found  three  little  girls 
upon  a  bed  of  straw  in  one  comer  of  the  room.  They 
were  clad  in  rags.  They  were  beautiful  girls,  had  they 
had  the  proper  care.  They  were  expecting  the  body 
of  their  dead  father,  and  between  cries  and  sobs  they 
would  say,  "Papa  was  good,  but  whiskey  did  it." 

In  a  little  time  two  strong  officers  came,  bearing 
the  body  of  the  dead  father  in  a  rude  pine  box.  They 
set  it  down  on  two  old  rickety  stools.  The  cries  of 
the  children  were  so  heartrending  that  they  could  not 
endure  it,  and  made  haste  out  of  the  room,  leaving  me 
alone  with  this  terrible  scene. 

In  a  moment  the  manly  boy  nerved  himself  and 
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'l!l'..    "^r^"'    "''*'"=   ^''^•"-  P"J"*'«   ^^'^^   ^^^f^'-^   it   is 
cold.  Thoy  gathered  ^hout  his  face,   Rmoothed   it 

down  w.th  kisses,   and  botweon  their  sobs  cried  out  • 
Papa  was  good,  but  whiskey  did  it.     Papa  wa»,  good" 
but  whi.skey  did  it." 

I  raised  my  heart  to  God  and  said  :  "O  God    did  I 
fight  to  save   a  country  that  would  derive  a  revenue 
from   a  traffic  that  would  make  one    seen,    hke  this 
possible?"     In  my  heart  I  said  :  "In  the  whole  history 
of  this  accursed  traffic  there  has  not  been  enough  re- 
venue  derived  to  pay  for  one  sue*,  scene  as  this      The 
wife  and  mother  murdered,  the  father  hung,  the  chil- 
dren outraged,  a  home  destroyed."     I  there  promised 
my  God  that  I  would  vote  to  save  my  country  from 
the  rule  of  the  rum  oligarchy.     I  there  promised  that 
a  political  party  should  never  again  have  mv  vote  that 
was  so  cowardly  to  declare  for  ahBolute.  unc'ompromis- 
ins  prohibition.     There  is  but  one  such  party,  and  I 
vote  that  I  may  finish  the  work  at  the  ballot  box      A 
system  of  government  that  derives  its  revenue  from 
results  such  as  are  seen  in  this  touching  picture  must 
either  change  its  course  or  die,  unless  God's  law  is  a 
life. — Set. 

WHIPPED  TO  DEATH 

With  1.      „t  anticipations  for  the  future  T  went  out 
mto  the  still  night,  walking  thoughtfully  toward  home. 
Passing  along  the  street  in  front  of  the  major's  house 
I  was  surprised  to  see  the  hall  lighted  and  the  front 
door  standing  open. 

'•What  can  it  mean?"  I  queried,  stopping,  unde- 
cided whether  to  go  on,  or  in. 
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Impellod  by  a  Strang.-  forobodinR.  I  hastened  up  the 
walk  and  entered.  In  the  parlor  were  chairB  over- 
turned,  and  fra^^ments  of  a  broken  lamp  lay  on  the 
carpet.  I  knocked,  bnt  no  answer;  then  I  rang  the 
bell ;  but  all  «as  quiet.  Pushing  my  way  into  the 
library,  I  found    'verything  in  confusion. 

A  cold  chill  crept  over  me,  as  I  fancied  I  saw  the 
work  of  a  madman;  and  the  fear  of  what  he  mi^ht 
have  done  made  me  tread  stealthily.  I  groped  my  vvay 
into  the  dining-room  and  struck  a  match.  Broken 
dishes  were  on  the  table  and  floor,  and  destruction 
reigned  everywhere.  Finding  a  small  lamp,  I  lighted 
It,  and  continued  my  search.  The  kitchen  showed 
little  of  the  ruin,  and  I  returned  to  the  hall. 

Up  the  richly  carpeted  stairs  I  tiptoed,  fearing 
every  moment  some  dreadful  revelation.  At  the  head 
I  stopped,  thinking  I  heard  a  sound.  Yes,  it  was  a 
moan,  and  came  from  Elsie's  room.  I  tanped  on  the 
door,  but  no  answer;  then  turned  the  knob  and  en- 
tered. Again  I  heard  the  moan,  and,  going  to  the 
bed,  saw  the  childish  form  stretched  upon  the  white 
couch,  dressed  as  though  she  had  just  come  from 
below. 

"What  is  the  matter,  -^^ie?"  I  asked;  but  there 
was  no  reply.  Touching  her  upon  the  shoulder,  she 
started  and  turned  toward  me.  while  the  large,  sad 
eyes  looked  frightened.  As  I  glanced  at  the  sweet  face 
I  eaw  dark,  ugly  lines  that  told  something  of  the 
story  to  come. 

''Oh,  Joseph,  is  it  you?"  she  asked  feebly. 
"Y-s,   Elsie,"  I  answered;    "but  what  has    hap- 
pened?" ^ 
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hold  of  my  hand. 
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she  Haid,   taking 


I  sat  upon  the  edge  of  the  bed,  and  drawing  my  car 
near  to  lu-r  lips,  .she  whispered  : 

"I   fear  father  has  the  tremens  again.      He  eame 
home   this  evening,   and   when   Annie   hrouglit  in   his 
8ui)pir,    lie   threw  a   eup  of  hot  coffee  into   her  face, 
and  knocked  some  of  the  dishes  on  the  fioor.     Annie 
became  so  frightened  that  she  ran  out,  and  I  haven't 
Been  her  since.     1  quieted  him,  but  it  didn't  last  long. 
He  got  out  of  his  chair  and  began  breaking  the  furni- 
ture.    As  he  threw  one  of  the  chaiiN,  it  hit  me,   and 
I  cried.     When  he  saw  it,  he  grasped  one  ann  tight 
and  struck  me  with  his  cane,  saying,  'I  won't  have  any 
babie.s  around  here.'    I  tried  to  stop  him,  but  he  struck 
me  again,  and  I  couldn't.     Then  he  whipped  me,  a.id 
whipped  me,  and  dragged  me  around  the  room.     When 
he  let  go,  I  fell  down  in  the  corner.       Pretty  soon  I 
came    too,    and    he   was   breaking    things     terribly.     I 
crawled  out  into  the  hall  and  tried  to  get  upstairs,  but 
my  back  pained  me  so  I  sobbed  right  out  on  the  stairs. 
Yp    -er  -ame   in   and   swore   fearfully,   and   wanted   to 
kn   vi-  why  I  did  not  stop  crying.  'I  will,  father.'  I  said, 
as  I  saw  his  black  eyes,  but  he  caught    hold    of    me 
again    and    beat    me   till    his  cane  broke.       After    a 
while  I  cr;  wled  upstairs,  but  he  came  after  me  with 
another  cane,  and  said  he'd  whip  me  till  I'd  stop  my 
crying.  I  pleaded  with  him  not  to,  but  he  did,  till  I  fell 
down  and  thought  I  w.s  dying.     After  a  while  I  came 
to,   and  crawled  in  here.     Oh,   Joseph!  I'll  soon  see 
mother!    I'm  all  bruised  and  broken.     I  can't  stir  one 
arm,  and  there's  a  terrible  pain  in  my  side.     Say  good- 
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gooa     b,..-to-f„thr.r.  I.,.t  mo  ki,»_you-for-hi,„  ■• 
As  I  pressod  inv  H,,„  (o  hers    I  M,  ,h        , , 

upon  .,.„,,  ,.„a  „  ,.,L  i„  .h:'/Juo™   ""'  """' 
(»ood-bje,   Elsie  clt^ar,"   I  saiH     tvJ,;i     .k     . 

rainod  from  rnv  own  pvpb  •  „r,  •  i     -  •       . 

■>»  I  «.ntly  la  I  r  whi  .l  ZJT"'  '"'"  ""^  ''"^' 

»-nil<.pl„/„v„r,,erf..a"u;':  ''"""■   """  "  »"'«' 

I  hastened  out.  and  had  ^one  only  h  hiock  „h.„  j 

ha:'::.':™:::,:^:"'-'-^^'™-"— —i 

The  t>me  of  moans  and  suffering  was  past      Unnn 
heMrwo,?'.':"'^  ^^^'"'"  -'"'  "  ■     ■^■-  'als.:  he  loU 

^;-.anh'j;;„."-H':;r:T,a\:'T,i''\:a" 

rtron«  „«  an  ox.     The  tremens  has  bin,  tight  tWe'tire 
and  ,f  he  sets  through,  I'll  wonder  '•  ' 

I  hastened  toward  the  jail,  and     heard     his    wiM 

into  a  eell,  „l,ere  he  was  heating  the  walls  and  h„r7 
and  making  the  night  hideous  ™' 

jailer.       Fmd  me  two  or  three  good  men." 
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A  few  moments  lator  three  strong  mer.  entered  and 
we  opened  the  oell  door  A  terrible  stnx,ja]c  ensued 
but  the  maniac  was  finall.v  bound  nn,\  arri.-d  to  a 
waituis  earriaRe.  In  the  hospital  he  v»s  securely 
chained  on  a  strong  bed.  and  four  men  ^vaited  and 
watch..,).  In  spiu.  of  fetters  he  rolled  and  tossed, 
much  of  the  time  requiring  our  combined  strengtli  to 
keep  him  in  place. 

I  shall  never  forget  that  night  for  its  horrors  and 
cries  of  woe-the  wail  of  a  lost  soul-will  ring  in  n;y 
•-ars  as  long  as  I  live.  Bovs,  do  vou  beli.n-e  that  the 
»-«r  of  n  just  (Jod  can  be  deaf  to  such  cries?  Do  vou 
believe  u  hmnan  soul  can  go  down  in  .^uch  hellish  tor- 
tures, and  the  gre.it  Creator  take  no  note  of  it  or 
iH.nt  out  tl,r  guiltv  men  who  make  it  possible  and 
profitable? 

Toward  morning  the  firv  increased,  the  ravings 
grew  wilder,  and  the  coming  dissolution  was  evident 
on  everv  feature. 

"He  can't  lust  long,"  was  the  physician's  remark 
as  he  watched  the  heaving  brepst,  and  perepiring  fore- 
head. 

The  strangling  scorpions  seemed  to  close  tighter 
around  the  doomed  man,  and  furiously  he  tore" and 
fought  them,  screaming  at  times  in  an  agonv  of  de- 
spair, "Take  them  off;  take  them  off;  :.:iev  arJ  strange 
ling  me  !    Oh,  Jo.seph  !  Can't  you  help  !"   " 

His  last  hour  was  a  tearful  on-.  In  his  dying 
struggle  he  tossed  us  four  about  as  though  we  were 
boys.  I  can't  portray  the  scene;  it  beggars  descrip- 
tion ;  but  if  I  could  have  had  the  vast  army  of  men 
who  legalized  the  institutions  that  made  it  impo«sible 
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for  Inn,  t„  n-sist  his  appetite  pnsH  by  hin  J,e,l«i.l...  a,ui 
hc'ar  h.s  awful.  ,lyi„.  oaths  an.l  ..i.s.  it  Hoeir.s  to  tnP 
they  would  r,.p,.nt  in  sackcloth  and  anhes.  and  arinr 
'"  On-u-  n,i;jht.  n.ul  frcM-  this  lan.j  and  its  victin.s  fo- 
evor  fron,  the  destroyer.  Would  thov  listen  to  tanff 
hmnhu^'Kery.  to  politic-al  elup-trap.  to  the  sophistry 
of  donrnpo^M-es,  with  Buch  a  picture  painted  on  theiV 
visions,  and  s.uh  wails  of  tin-  lost  ringinj?  in  their 
ears'-  I  don't  heliove  they  would,  utd.-ss  their  hearts 
were  deadened  ny  the  greed  *  >r  gold. 

Two  days  later  the  mansion  was  thronged  with    a 
funeral  coneourse.     Two  caskets  sat  in  the  riehly  f..r- 
n.shod   parlors,    where  some  of  the  broken   fu-^^iture 
could  still  be  seen.     Rev.  Mr.  Bliss  conducted  the  s.r- 
viees.  and  as  he  told  how    tht-     innocent     child     had 
climbed  the  stairs,  her  great,  loving  heart  breaking  in 
Bobs  that  the  brutal  demon  sought  to  whip  out;  how 
she  threw  herself  upon  the  bed.  to  wait  for  the  angels 
to  carry  her  to  her  mother's  tender  bosom;  and  how 
at  last,  the  sweet  life  had  gone  out,  with  no  earthly 
hand  •:.  hold  as  she  entered    the  dark    waters,    team 
streamed  from  every  eye.  and  «obe  made  it  difficult  for 
him  to  be  heard. 

"This  city  loses  one  of  its  grandest  men.  and 
heaven  a  star  of  glory,  in  Major  Wright's  awful  death  " 
said  the  grave  pastor,  "and  who  is  to  blame  for  it? 
Every  man  who  helped  to  place  one  hundred  open 
saloo-s  where  he  could  enter  them.  God  is  writing 
an  awful  record  in  His  judgment  book;  and  every  man 
who  has  aided  this  double  murder,  nay,  the  many 
murders  that  have  occurred  in  this  city,  will  have  to 
meet  '.^at  record.      We  make  excuses  here,  but  there 
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we  will  not  tlim  oflfer  tlu-in.  or  ph-nd  the  suc^^ess  of 
particw,  jKiIiticH,  or  mon.  in  justification.  Church 
incinlu'iNliip,  hoiu-.sty  in  husinesH.  or  philanthropy  ia 
oth.T  !in..s.  cunnot  ati^ri..  for  deeds  that  hrin^'  such 
sorrow.  hli},'ht  and  <h'ath." 

"I  say.  hrt'tlir.'n.  in  all  kindiM'sw.  that  t\w  hands  of 
ev.TVone  Who  has  helped  to  legalize  these  saloon?^ 
to-day  reel-in;,'  with  the  blood  of  rum's  vietims. 
ehureh  of  Christ  is  snffirinp;  heeause  men  fear  U 
low  where  the  If-vinp  Master  leads.     I  would  no* 
true   pastor   if,    in   the   presenc"  of   these   slauphi 
ones.    I    fail.-d    to    ufftr  words  of  hurnin«   truth  * 

should  aroMse  each  one  to  his  duty.     The  past  is   i  .  -it, 
hut  V  (•  ean  iiiake  the  future  ,"loricus  hy  redeeming    ,>ur 
land  from  rum'fi  power,  and  makui^;  tiie  'banner  .  f  the 
eross'  more  powerful  than  the  banner  of  «,'old  or  p-rties 
Men  ean  do  this,  but  never  by  compromisinf?  witi    !,M>ir 
enemies.    If  by  the  death  of  these  we  can  be  aw*'  oned, 
the  saerifiee.  thoucrh  sad.  may  not  be  in  vai         V\V -e 
this  the  time  and  place.  I  wouM  read  the  *v      s'  pro 
nounced   in   God's  word,   but  the  Erapinj?  wo mds,   th' 
broken  hearts,  the  silent  forms  of  father  and  dauf?ht»»r 
soon  to  be  laid  away,  are  lessons  strong  enouph  fr  r  t< 
day." 

Then,  opening  the  larpfe  }3ible.  he  read  that  wonder- 
ful closing  chapter.  I  listened  as  never  before  to  the 
words  : 

"And  He  shewed  me  a  pure  riper  of  water  of  life, 
clear  as  crystal,  proceeding  out  of  the  throne  of  God 
and  of  the  Lamb. 

In  the  midst  of  the  street  of  it,  and  on  either  side 
of  the  river,   was  there  the  tree  of  life,   which  bear 
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twelve  manner  of  fruits  and  yielded  her  fruit  every 
month ;  and  the  leaves  of  the  tree  were  for  the  healing 
of  the  nations. 

"And  there  shall  be  no  more  curse,  but  the  throne 
of  God  and  of  the  I.nmb  shall  be  in  it,  and  Hie  servants 
shall  serve  Him  ; 

"And  they  whall  see  His  face;  and  His  name  shall 
be  in  their  foreheads;  and  there  shall  be  no  night 
there." 

The  sermon  closet!,  and  a  multitude  followed  the 
doubly  laden  hearse  to  the  cemetery.  By  the  side  of 
the  mother's  frraw  was  a  short  one,  for  the  Rolden- 
haired  Elsie,  and  on  the  other  side,  one  for  the  ruined 
husband.  "Dust  to  dust,  and  ashes  to  ashes,"  wag 
again  said,  and  the  fruits  of  man's  inhumanity  covered 
by  the  rattling  clods. 

Alice   and   T   lingered   while   they   filled   the   larger 
grave,  and  the  crowd  dispersed.     As  the    old    sexton 
came  to  the  sniall  one,  he  hesitated,  while  the  tears 
trickled  down  his  weather-beaten  face.       Looking    up 
at  Alice,  he  said:     "I  could  not  place  her  far  away; 
T  knowed  how  her  mother  loved  the  bairn.     I  would 
like  to  put  her  in  her  arms  to  rest  there  durin'  all  the 
years  to  come.  Miss  Alice,  but  I  couldn't.     'Tis  one 
of  the  saddest  funerals  I  ever  knowed,  and  I've  seen 
lotfi.       I  could  count  mor'n  a  hundred  here  killed  by 
liquor,  and  the  Potter's  Field,  over  yonder,  is  full   of 
'em.      Tell  you  what,  Mr.  Strong,  I'm  most  afraid  to 
come  in  here  at  night,  for  fear  I'll  hear  the  lost  ones 
cryin'  in  vengeance,  or  some  o'  the  angels,  like  Mrs. 
Wright  and  Elsie,  weepin'  over  the  graves,"  and  the 
old  man  slowly  and  carefully  began  his  sad  work. 
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GIVING  A  SON  TO  JESUS 

What  is  our  great  object  in  the  reforn.ation  of  tho 
•Iriinkard? 

What  Hhould  be  the  great  object  of  loving.  Chrin- 
tian  men  .'  To  bring  that  man  to  ChriHt.  and  indirectly 
to  usf  this  total  abHtinence  to  that  end.  I  have  often 
said  it  is  grand  to  see  a  man  fighting  an  evil  habit, 
and  none  but  those  who  have  paused  through  such  a 
battle  know  what  a  conflict  it  is. 

Orville  Gardintr,  of  New  York,  was  called  the  most 
wicked  man  in  that  city.  More  than  once  since  ho 
became  a  Christian,  he  has  been  in  my  house;  and  a 
warmer,  t^^nderer  heart  than  his  never  beat  in  a  human 
bosom.  I  have  seen  him  sit  and  cry.  as  he  eaid,  "Only 
to  think  that  Jesun  should  love  me."  He  was  a  prize- 
fighter, a  blasphemer,  a  drunkard,  in  every  respect  a 
wicked  man ;  and  there  was  nothing  bad  that  he  would 
not  do. 

Let  me  say  here  to  mothers,  he  had  a  godly  mother. 
When  they  would  say  to  her,  "Well,  Mrs.  Gardiner, 
what  do  you  think  of  Orville  now?"  She  would  say, 
"I  have  given  him  to  Jeeus ;  I  pray  for  him  three  timee 
a  day,  and  Orville  will  be  brought  into  the  kingdom 

yet." 

He  had  a  wife  and  one  child.  The  boy  died,  was 
drowned.  He  became  more  desperate  than  ever,  almost 
raving  mad.  "Drink!  Drink!"  he  said,  "I  drank 
sixty  glasses  in  twenty-four  hours." 

Soon  after  the  death  of  his  boy  he  was  in  a  saloon, 
drinking  with   several  fighting  men.     The  room  was 
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very  warm  and  close.  They  were  smoking,  and  he 
went  out.     It  was  a  bright  night. 

Looking  up  overhead  at  the  narrow  strip  of  sky, 
visible  above  the  narrow  street,  he  saw  two  stars  shin- 
ing brightly.  He  took  off  his  hat  and  wiped  his  fore- 
head, and  the  thought  struck  him,  "I  wonder  where 
my  boy  is?"  It  flashed  upon  him  that  he  was  not 
on  the  right  road,  even  to  see  his  boy  again.  He  went 
home  and  sent  away  two  men  whom  he  had  been 
training  for  the  ring;  and  then  went  up  to  see  his  old 
mother,  and  they  knelt  and  prayed  together. 

"But,"  he  said,  "mother,  I  cannot  be  a  Christian 
until  I  give  up  the  drink,  and  that  is  the  hardest  work 
of  all.  Now,"  said  he,  "mother,  to-day  I  will  drink 
myself  to  death,  or  I  will  get  the  victory." 

He  bought  a  jug  of  liquor — it  contained  about  two 
quarts  of  whiskey — and  carried  it  in  a  boat  across  the 
river,  went  into  the  woods,  found  a  clean  space,  and 
then  sot  the  jug  down  on  a  stone  and  began  to  fight 
it.  "Now,  it  is  give  you  up  forever,  or  I  will  never 
leave  this  place  alive.  I  will  drink  the  whole  of  you, 
or  I  will  conquer  you." 

For  nine  hours  that  man  fought  and  struggled 
with  his  appetite.  He  said,  "I  was  afraid  to  break  the 
jug,  for  fear  the  smell  of  the  liquor  would  drive  me 
mad.  My  knees  were  so  sore  from  kneeling,  while 
crying  to  God  to  help  me,  that  I  could  hardly  move. 
I  knew  my  mother  was  praying  for  me.  I  kicked  a 
place  in  the  soft  loam,  and  took  up  the  jug,  holding 
it  at  arm's  length,  and  placed  it  in  the  hole.  Then 
I  covered  it  up  and  stamped  upon  it.     And  from  that 
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d^yto  this  not  a  drop  has  ever  passed  my  lips.  "-J 
li.   Ciough. 

OUR  HAND  IN  CHRIST'S 

A  little  girl  lay  on  her  dying  bed.  She  had  been 
suffering  from  a  sad  and  painful  disease.  The  doctors 
had  tried  all  they  could  to  cure  her.  but  in  vain.  And 
now  they  had  givvn  her  up.  They  could  do  no  more  for 
her. 

Her  father  sat  by  her  bedside  watching  the  look 
of  pain  on  the  face  of  his  suffering  child.  "Nannie, 
dear,"  he  said,  and  his  lip  quivered,  and  his  eyes  filled 
with  tears,  "do  you  feel  sad  at  the  thought  of  dying?" 
"Xo,  dear  papa,"  she  replied,  as  a  smile  lighted^'up 
her  dying  face  :  "My  hand  is  all  the  while  in  the  hand 
of  Jesus,  and  He  will  not  let  it  go."— .SVZ. 

UNAWARES 

They  sjiy— "The  Master  i.s  coming 

To  honor   the   town   tcxlay. 
And  no  one  can  tell  at  \\hat  home  or  home 

The  Master  will  choose  to  stay." 
Then  I  thought,   while  ray  heart  beat   wildly— 

"What  if  He  should  come  to  mine? 
How  would  I  .strive  to  entertain 

.And  honor  (he  Cnest  divine?" 

And  straight  1   turned  to  toiling. 

To  make   my   home   more   neat— 
I   swept,   and   poli.she<l.   and   garnished— 

And  decked  it  with  blo.ssoms  sweet. 
I  was  troubled,  for  fear  the  Master 

Might  come  ere  my  task  was  done. 
And  I  hastened,  and  worked  the  faster, 

-And  watched  the  hurrying  sun. 
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But  right  in  the  midst  of  my  duties, 

A  woman  came  to  my  door: 
She  had  come  to  tell  me  her  sorrow, 

And  my  comfort  and  aid  to  implore. 
And  I  said— "I  cannot  listen 

Or  help  you  any  to-day. 
I  have  greater  things  to  attend  to." 

And  the  pleader  went  away. 

But  soon  there  came  another— 

A  cripple,  thin,  pale  and  grev, 
And  said— "Oh!  let  me  -.top  and  rest 

A  while  in  your  hon.  ,  I  pray; 
I  have  travelled  far  since  morning, 

I  am  b       TV.  and  faint,  and  weak, 
My  heart  ,h  full  of  misery. 

And  comfort  and  help  I  seek." 

And  I  said— "I  am  grieved  and  sorry, 

But  I  cannot  keep  you  to-day; 
I  look  for  a  great  and  a  nobler  Guest," 

And  the  cripple  turned  away. 
And  the  day   wore  onward  swiftly. 

And  my  task  was  nearly  done. 
And  a  prayer  was  ever  in  my  heart, 

"That  the  Master  to  me  might  come." 

And  I  thought  I  would  spring  to  meet  Him, 

And  treat  Him  with  utmost  care; 
When   ft  little  child   stood  by  me 

With  a  face  so  sweet  and  fair— 
SwfH?t,   but   with   marks  of  teflidrops, 

And  his  ciothes  were  tattered  and  oW. 
A   finger  was  bruised  and  bleeding. 

And  his  little  bare  feet  were  cold. 

And  I  said- "I  am  sorry  for  yon. 
Yon  are  sorely  in  need  of  care, 
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But  I  cannot  stop  to  give  it. 

You  must  hasten  otherwhere." 
And  at  the  words,  a  shadow 

Swept  over  his  blue-veined  brow 
•^meone  will  feed  and  clothe  you',  dear. 

out  1  am  tcx)  busy  now." 

At  last  the  day  was  pnde<l. 

And  ray  toil  was  over  and  done, 
My  home  was  swept  and  garnish^ 

And  I  watched  in  the  dusk,  alone  ' 
Watched,  but  no  footfall  sounded; 

No  one  paused  at  my  gate ; 
No  one  entered  my  oottape  door; 

I  could  only  pray  and  wait. 

I  watched  till  night  had  deepened. 

And  the  Master  had  not  come. 
"He  has  entered  some  other  door."  I  cried, 

"And  gladdened  some  other  home." 
My  labor  had  been  for  nothing, 

And  I  bowed  my  head  and  wept. 
My   heart   was  sore   with   longing; 

Yet.  spite  of  all,  I  slept. 

Then  the  Master  stood  before  me, 

And  His  face  waa  grave  and  fair, 
"Three  times  to-day   I  came  to  your  door 

And  craved  your  pity  and  care; 
Three  times  you  sent  me  onward, 

Unhelped  and  uncomforted; 
And  the  blessing  you  might  have  had  was  lost. 

And  your  chance  to  serve  has  fled." 

"Oh!  Lord,  dear  Lord,  forgive  me. 
How  could   I  know   'twas  Thee?" 

My  soul  was  shamed  and  bowed 
In  the  depths  of  humility. 
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An;l    fl,.  g„M_-Tbe  sin   is  pardonwl, 
I'lJt   the  blesping  ii?  loet  to  thoe; 

For  failing  to  comfort  the  least  of  Mine. 
You  havo  faile{l   to  comfort   Me." 


— .Selected . 

THE  CURSE  OF  CURSES 

The  vilest  habit  that  enthralls  man  is  the  drink 
Jmbit.  What  a  ft-arful  record  it  ha«  made'  What 
doHoIat.on  it  spreads  through  the  land !  That  which 
«8  d.vine  in  man  it  will  debase,  derjrade,  and  imbrute. 
NothiPir  goo/'  can  be  .said  of  it.  The  late  John  B 
(rough  used  iM  toll  the  following  story : 

"A  minister  of  the  Gospr-l  told  me  one  of  the  mo«t 
thrilling  mcidents  I  have  heard  in  my  life.  A  member 
of  his  congregation  came  home  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life  intoxicat^^d,  and  his  boy  met  him  upon  the  door- 
step, clasped  his  hands,  and  exclaimed,  'Papa  ha.s 
come  home  !'  He  seized  the  boy  by  the  shoulder,  swuna 
him  around,  staggered,  and  fell  in  the  hall. 

"That  minister  said  to  me  :  'I  spent  the  night  in 
that  house.  I  went  out,  bared  mv  brov  that  the  niaht 
air  might  fall  upon  it  and  cool  it.  I  walked  up  Tnd 
dowTi  the  hill.  There  was  the  child  dead !  There  was 
the  wife  in  strong  convulsions,  and  he  asleep !'  A  man 
about  thirty  years  of  age  asleep,  with  a  dead  child  in 
the  house,  having  a  mark  upon  his  temple  where  the 
corner  of  the  marble  steps  had  come  in  contact  with 
the  head,  as  he  swung  him  around,  and  a  wife  upon 
the  brink  of  the  grave!  'Mr.  Gough,'  said  my  friend 
•I  cursed  the  drink.  He  told  me  that  I  must  remain 
until  he  awoke,  and  I  did.' 
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^^  fu'n  we  uwoko  him  h,>  passed  his  hand  over  hiw 
face,  and  exelaimed ;  'What  is  the  mutter:'  When>  am 
I?  Where  is  my  hoy?  Where  is  my  bov?'  'You  can- 
not see  him.'  'Sta.Kl  out  of  my  way!  "l  will  nee  my 
boy!'  -^ 

"To  prevent  eonfusion  I  took  him  to  the  .-hild's 
bed,  and  as  I  turned  down  tlie  sheet  and  showed  him 
the  corpse,  he  uttered  a  wild  shriek:  'Ah!  my  rhild!" 

"That  minister  said  further  to  me:  'One  vear  after 
that,  he  was  brought  from  the  lunatic  asylum  to  lie 
beside  his  wife  in  the  gi-ave,  and  I  attended  hi«  fun- 
eral.' "— Sc?. 

FOPTV  FAITHFUL  SOLDIERS  FROZEN 

There  was  c  Homan  Emperor  who  had  among  his 
sokhers  forty  Christian  men.  On  being  informed  of  the 
fact  he  flew  into  a  passion,  and  said:  "I  will  have  no 
Christians  among  my  men !  Go  tell  them  that  if  they 
will  not  turn  from  serving  their  God,  they  will  be 
stripped  and  sent  forth  upon  a  frozen  lake,  to  perish 
there." 

But  the  forty  soldiers  were  faithful  to  Christ,  and 
nothing  would  induce  them  to  forsake  Him.  S</they 
were  taken  down  to  the  side  of  a  frozen  lake,  and  there 
stripped  of  their  garments. 

Not  far  from  the  lake  was  a  hut,  in  which  was  a 
large,  blazing  fire;  robes,  large  sums  o^  money,  and 
also  a  sumptuous  feast  spread— all  placed  there  by 
order  of  the  Emperor,  to  tempt  the  men  to  forsake 
Christ.  They  were  told  that  even  yet,  if  they  would 
forsake  their  God,  they  wonld  be  taken  to  this  hut, 
and  all  that  was  in  it  would  at  once  belong  to  them. 
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All  stood  firm,  and  they  were  sent  forth  upon  the 
r!fl",  ^^^yS^^^^^ed  together,   and  the     whole  forty 

Irlnffl  T'  '?  ^'""'"^  ^"^^  P^«^«^=  "^--  Lord 

grant  that  wo  may  be  found  faithful  to  Thee  " 

But  one  of  the  number  proved  unfaithful :  h.  for- 
Book  the  lake  fled  to  the  hut,  where  he  obtained  all 
that  was  promised. 

The  centurion  of  the  band  was  so  struck  with  the 
noble  action  of  these  nine  and  thirty  men,  that  he 
resolved  to  pi„  them.     He,   too.  was\tripp;d  by  hi! 

he  middle  ot  the  lake.  Again  forty  hands  were  raised 
to  heaven  wh.le  they  prayed  :  "O  f^rd.  grant  that  we 
may  be  found  faithful  to  Thee!''  Their  praver  was 
answered,  for  forty  frozen  bodies  were  ;ou;d  next 
mormng.— ,«?cr 

AGAIN  ENTANGLED  AND  OVERCOME 

Tun.  aside  for  a  whil.  from  your  Christmas  gaiety 
and  hear  the  story  of  one  who  thought  that  he  stooi' 
and  failed  to  take  heed. 

If  it  had  happened  after  fourteen  months  of  run- 
nmg^one  would  not  be  so  shocked.     But  after  fourteen 

Tom  loved  two  things-football  and  strong  drink 
He  knew  they   were  enslaving  him ;   he  could   speak 
more  feelingly  than  T  can  of  their  subtle,   irresistible 
charm:  of  how  they  drew  him,   and  he  followed    and 
how  It  was  a  downhill  road,  leading  to  death. 

But  while   he   was  yet  young,   before  all   his   best 
years  were  wasted,  a  new  power  took  hold  of  him- 
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God  gave  Tom  a  now  h.urt.  and  h.  hooamo  another 
man. 

And  he  did  run  well.  H,.  was  lov.-.l  and  believed 
m  by  all.  Just  as  he  had  served  his  old  n=aster.  the 
devd,  when  he  was  enslaved,  so  whole-heartedly  did 
he  serve  his  new  Master,  the  I,ord  JesuK.  after  he  wan 
set  free  frotn  the  yokr  of  sin's  boihl,.j;,>. 

A  Salvation  soldi,.,-  in  his  little  native  eollierv  town 
all   the   people  knew   him  ;   and  salvation   was  a  thin" 
revered  in   their  ey-s     beeause  it   had    so   wondrouslv 
changed  Tom. 

The  record  of  hi*,  soldier  duN.  might  fill  a  book.  The 
story  of  his  Local  Oflieership  would  be  of  still  deeper 
interest. 

He  walked  the  n<-w  path  and  lived  the  new  life. 

Temptations  eame ;  .some  were  eudden ;  manv  were 
severe,  but  he  met  them  in  the  strength  of  JesJs  and 
overcame  them  through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

I  cannot  show  you  the  spot  where  he  first  turned 
aside  from  the  straight  and  narrow  way.  It  was 
such  a  slight  turn— that  easier  path  ran  bo  nearlv 
parallel  with  tht>  way  of  the  Cross— that  at  firet  it  was 
hard  to  notice  any  difference  in  Tom. 

Ju8t  a  little  cooling  of  his  first  love,  a  little  drop- 
ping off  of  his  old-time  zeal,  a  gradual  giving  way  to 
a  strange  desire  for  ease  which  eeemed  to  be  creeping 
over  him;  that  wae  all  that  could  be  .seen. 

"Oh.  why,  why  did  not  Tom  take  heed?  He  knew 
he  was  growing  cold.  He  knew  his  love  for  prayer 
was  gone,  and  that  it  had  become  a  difficult  matter 
to  keep  on  his  knees  and  fix  his  mind  on  God  even  for 
a  few  minutes.     He  knew  that  his  spiritual  appetite 
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was  failin..     Vet  ho  tried  to  rc-assure  hin  accusing  con 
sconce  with  euch  words  as :  accusing  con- 

'Tm   all   n.ht.      Nobody  thinks   I   have  changed 
I  ^e  vvo^kod  too  hard,  ar.d  had  too  little  recreation      T 

tatilr  of  T  n  '  '  "''^^^''^'-'^v.     He  sent  a  depu- 

ta  .on  o    Tom  h  old  con.panior.s  to  wait  on  him  with 
a  carefully  prepared  temptation 

Would  ho  Ro  with  their  football  team-to  which  he 
had  once  helon,ed-to  «oe  a  match  to  he  played  in  I 
d..stant  vlla.e:'  No;  ho  would  n..t  b<.  asked  to  "ke 
par    n,  the  ,ame :  only  to  act  as  rof.-eo.     No  o^y  e, 

Cxood  enough  fellows,  all  of  then..     As  fond  of  Tom 
a^ver,   though   he  had  gone  mad  on  thrlalvatL: 

":;dh;r^-^-^^^--'''^~'-^er^ 

a  lot  of  tm,c.  .n  tryn,,  to  soothe  his  conscience  with 
o^p^ana  .ns  and  resolutions,  and  the  day  of  the  ml^h 
found  him  among  the  rest,  just  as  in  the  early  days 

to  ZrT'  '"'''  '  ^'"''''  '"'''  "'■^'''-  H"^-  something 
to  ua  m  you-„,  your  tea.  as  a  medicine--this.  with 
a  sidelong  wmk  at  the  other  fellows- 

"Do,  Tom;  it  will  do  you  good,"  they  urged. 
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Tom  felt  sick  nt  heart,  and  (liH^usti-d  both  with 
himself  and  I'veryljody  elst'.  WhtTo  was  th.>  uk,-  of 
BtandiiiK  up  for  hi«  salvation  principles  in  this  particu- 
lar,  when  lie  had  already  .jivM,,  himself  away  in  the 
eyes  of  the  whole  party— when  his  very  presence  in  this 
beer-shoj).  on  Ruch  an  errand,  was  a  deiual  to  the  pro- 
ff'ssions  of  fourteen  years? 

Yes  he  resisted,  for  a  j^'reat  fear  was  in  his  heart. 

But  when  they  poured  it  out  and  bade  him  <lrink ; 
when  tlie  fumes  of  the  spirit  reached  his  mx^trils— on 
a  sudden  he  muttered:  "All  right,"  and  lifted  the  cup 
to  his  lips. 

And  after  that  Tom  resisted  no  more. 

The  ta.ste  of  the  liquor  was  like  fire.  A  fierce  thirst 
seized  him,  and  would  not  be  denied.  Even  his 
tempters  became  alarmed  when  they  saw  the  awful 
effects  of  that  first  mouthful. 

None  of  them  drank  as  Tom  drank  that  night.  Oh, 
think  of  it :  The  shame,  the  disgrace,  the  pitiful  degra- 
dation ! 

He  knew  nothing,  cared  for  nothing.  Drink,  and 
more  drink,  and  still  more  drink  he  must  have,  till 
they  bore  him  home,  worthy  ta  be  called  a  man  no 
longer,  but  fallen  lower  than  a  bea«t. 

The  monster— the  fiend— which  had  taken  posses- 
sion of  him  now  was  beyond  any  human  control.  Dur- 
ing the  days  which  followed  he  went  on  drinking,  drink- 
ing, drinking,  until  he  was  carried,  writlii.  ind  trem- 
bling, to  his  bed  with  delirium  tremens. 

Oh,  God!  Oh,  God:  How  cun  we  tell  if.' 

He  woke  to  consciousness  only  in  time  to  utter  a 
warning  which  must  be  kept  ringing  through  the  earth, 
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until  the  .Hn.-fiena  i«  l..„a.  and  e„«t  into  the  ^f 

to  h.^rl''"'  >'""'"'^  *^'    "^y'"'^  "''"••    "I  «n>  going 
to  he  1  through  one  ra«h  act.     The  Major  is  Jnunl 

hen.    <>-„,,ht-and  I  want  yon  to  .ake'hin,  ,Zisl 

-that  on  overv  platfonn  he  «tands-he  will,   if  pos- 

«.ble     relat..    my    terribh.    story.      I    believe    the    C 

.Jld  forg.ve  n,e  now-if  I  asked  Hin.-but  I  ..Jd 

not-be  so  mean  and  oowardly-aftor  the  way  I  have 

Theso  were  hk  last  words, 
w^h  horror  and  d>Btros«,  a  terrible  nhriek  br^ko  from 

*  *  il-  . 

No  apology  is  offered  for  the  telling  of  thi«  storv 
It  was  told  at  the  command  of  a  dying  man. 

Say  not—  'It  m  too  tenible  to  be  true  "       It  i« 
true.  *■ 

"Watch,    therefore,    and    pray,  lest    ve  enter   into 
temptation.  "—ScZ.  ' 

YES.  MISTER.  HE  ROSE  AGAIN 

T.  R.  Teske  gives  the  following : 

I  was  standing  before  the  window  of  an  art  store 
where  a  picture  of  the  crucifixion  of  our  Wd  was  on 
exhibition;  as  I  gazed  I  wa«  conscious  of  the  approach 
of  another,  and  turning,  beheld  a  little  lad  gazing  in- 
tently at  the  picture  also.  Noticing  that  this  little 
m.te  of  humanity  .-aR  a  5.ort  of  strect-arab.  I  thought 
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I   wouia  Hpeak  to  him;   bo  I   asked,   pointing  to  the 
picture  :  "I)o  you  know  who  it  is?" 

"Yt'K."  came  the  quick  response,  "that's  our 
Saviour."  with  u  mingled  look  of  pity  and  Burpriee  that 
I  should  not  know.  With  an  evident  desire  to  en- 
li«ht.Mi  n  .  further,  he  continued,  after  a  pause : 
"TheiuH  the  Boldiors,  the  Ronum  soldiers,  and,"  with 
a  loiig-drnwn  Righ,  "that  woman  crying  there  is  HiB 
mother." 

He  waitid,  appanMitly  for  me  to  question  him 
turth.T.  then  thrust  his  hands  into  hi«  pockets,  and 
with  nven-nt  arul  subdued  voiee,  a<lded.  "They  killed 
Him,  AIJKter.  Yes,  sir.  they  killed  Him!"  I  looked 
at  the  little,  ragged  fellow,  and  asked,  "Where  did 
you  learn  thiv,'.'"  Uo  rcpVwd,  "At  the  Mission  Sunday 
school." 

Full  of  thought  regarding  the  benefits  of  Mission 
Sunday  sehof)ls,  I  turned  away  and  resumed  my  walk, 
leaving  the  littl.-  lad  looking  at  the  picture.  ^  I  had 
not  walked  a  block  when  I  heard  a  childish  treble  voice 
calling:  "Mister!  Say,  Mister!"  I  turned.  He  waa 
running  toward  me,  but  paused  :  then  up  went  his  little 
hand  and  with  triumphant  sound  in  his  voice,  he  said: 
"T  wanted  to  tell  you.  He  rose  again  !  Yes,  Mister,  He 
rose  again !" 

His  me«?sage  delivered,  he  smiled,  waved  his  hand, 
turned  and  went  his  way,  feeling.  I  presume,  that  as 
he  had  been  enlightened,  he  had  done  his  duty  in  en- 
lightening another. 

Yes,  sinner,  Jesus  died  and  rose  again  to  complete 
the  plan  of  your  redemption.  Shall  He  have  died  in 
vain  for  you?    Oh,  do  not  let  that  thorn-pierced  brow, 
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youmelf.   a  ^unlty  ^..nu-r,   at   His  fet-t  a.u]  1,.    navod. 
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HOW  WILLIE  DIED 

o  ton  ron.l  of  th.  happy  .l.ath  of  som..  littl.  l.y  «; 
g.rl.  How  «woc.t  it  iH  to  think  of  thon.  RoinR  to  live 
-  h  ,U.u.  forev.r!  But  now  I  want  to  toll  ,ou  of  he 
very  Had  doath  of  a  little  boy  whom  I  knew  w..|l. 

T   f  ^!rf '.'"'^'*^'  """"'"^  ^'  ''•^*""'''^  «"  attentively  while 
talked   fron.  the  words.   -Go  thou   thy  way     ill  the 
erul  bo :  for  thou  shalt  rest,  and  stand  in  thy  lot  at 
tho..nd  o    thy  days."  that  the  people  spoke  of  his  in 
t     ^t  .n  the  sern.on.      I  „.i,.  -Sonu.  one  here  to-night 

;.«.de  th„  ,h.,reh  a.ain."     And  so  it  was,  for  the  next 
.mo  ho  entered  the  church,  he  was  carried  in  bv  six 
hoys  bearing  his  white  casket.  '       * 

The  next  Sabbath  evening,  just  a«  I  was  almut  to 

commence  the  service     lii«  tuih  ..  • 

, .    ,  str\ict,    IU8  father  canie  m  saying  his 

httJe  boy  was  very  sick  and  wanted  to  nee  me      The 

eon;?regation  hnvi„g  already  assen.bled.  I  said.  "I  nuist 

pn-ach   to   then,    fi,.t."      I   did   so.      The   pe  .pi;  Tr' 

«roa  ly  solemni.e.l.      Sobs  were  heard  an.Lg' the  un- 

\Vm!  V  T-\'  "'  ""■'''""  ""'''  "^^'' •  ^  ^"^^'^"-l  to  little 
\\.lhes   beds.de.    and    found    him   suffering   intensely 

He  .sa.d  to  me.  "Oh.  Miss  Christie.  I  wish  I  was 
saved.  I  tned  to  ,x)int  bin.  to  Jesus;  but  he  wotdd 
sa>.  I  cant  pray.  I  can't  bc-lieve  Jesus  will  ever 
forgive  iiie. 
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I  Hat  with  him  all  nij,'ht.  JulminiHt-rinR  Hiich  n-rne- 
dicK  HH  I  coiiM  to  t«'lit've  pain.  I  pravi'd  much  for 
him,  ami  (hiring  irit.Tvals  of  inteiiKf  HufT.rinK  uoiiUl 
eonvcrHc  with  him.  hut  could  make  little  impreHHioii  on 
his  mind.  Once  Kp  Maid,  "If  I  ever  {.'ct  well  a«uin. 
I'll  live  for  JeHUH.  if  I  can  only  j,'et  ri^'ht  with  Ilim." 

He  cotitiiuied  to  iirnw  Weaker,  prayed  some  at  times 
when  pains  were  wevere,  hut  could  >,'et  no  praKp  on 
(}od. 

On  Wednesday  evening  he  ur'derwent  an  operation, 
ns  the  last  {xissihle  hope  of  his  recovery,  but  the  mew- 
senger  of  death  waK  alrearlv  coinin-,'  for  him,  and  the 
doctor's  best  efforts  to  save  his  life  availed  nothing. 
I  sat  by  his  bedsi<ie  all  niglit  and  watched  him  gradu 
ally  grow  fainter.  I  wept  and  prayed  much,  but  he 
would  not  allow  me  to  talk  to  him  of  salvation  He 
would  frequently  say,  "Oh!  I'lri  afraid  to  die  and  to 
meet  Jesus. " 

A  short  time  before  he  died  he  asked  why  we  were 
watching  him  so  closely,  and  then  said.  "I  know  why, 
you  are  expecting  me  to  die  to-day."  We  then  said, 
"You  are  not  afraid  to  meet  Jesus,  are  you'.'"  He 
said,  "Yes,  1  am  afraid  to  meet  Him.  I've  nothing 
to  meet  Him  with.  I'm  a  sinner.  I'm  a  child  of  the 
devil.  I've  cursed  God  and  swore  at  Him  and  now 
I'm  afraid  to  meet  Him."  We  asked,  ha  .  -rus  not 
forgiven  that  since  he  was  sick?  He  said.  "No,  and 
I  know  He  won't,  don't  talk  to  me  any  more."  He 
would  not  listen,  and  demanded  lis  to  say  no  more  to 
him  about  his  sotd.  I  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears,  and 
prayed,  or  rather,  groaned,  under  the  weight  resting 
on  me.     He  had  not  wanted  me  to  leave  his  bedside 
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hand,  he  struck  ZTL  iZ  '^'-"^  ""'l'  ""'" 
Je»u«-  ,ovo,  but  ho  ag„in  .trtk  „  :^:Z  ::  °' 
to  get  away  and  not  tou.h  him      His  r  ,;.;■  / 

«an,o  in,„  .h.  room,  but  ho  shriok  V  foTb  "       ""' 
«»me  near  him  or  touch  hin-  '"  ""'  '° 

bed,  a«  i,  thevtere  d^^rbe     ""'fL^'  '  '""^^  ""  •"• 
him,  then  buried  hi»Tce  in    f "',      ""  ""'  "^  ''"'='■ 

When  .„,,^  ,XZ  Z  t^t:;  ZTut 

few  morel  "."h    '"T''  """■     ^^^^'^^'o^l 
moment*?,   then,   turn  ng  himself  in   fj,„   u  j     , 

pared  m  heaven  for  you.  ^ 

May  every  one  who  reads  this  be  saveH  f,v,r«     -n 
.n.  their  head  on  the  fie^  binowtT^Tm^rn 


of  ZZ^'^"  """'^  "-"'^  ^""'"^  "-  ■■»  the  da. 
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aniculfted  wUh  diffiX  """""'•"  "-^  'P^'"- 

w™:::::tn,:i.s:-"-H--i:d 

f-m  fun,  heart,  life    o    he  bed  :    de^   I""''"!' 
w^man       ♦  T'  °'  ""'"'PP^-  J'^-thbeds.    A  meek 

'^l^ud.d  bi.  faee.  He  «,nti„uedr „  ardSr J/: 
Tbere  ,s  a  demon  whispering  in  my  ear  forever  'yL' 
k"c.w  ,t  at  the  time,  and  at  every  time  ;  you  knew  it    ■• 
Knew  what ''"     "Wh-u    *k„4.  -  j^/u  auew  ii,. 

broken  law  Mark  me'  it  '  ''"f  ^  "^"^'  '°"""  ^ 
'or  .ea.-I  ha^^lrrnTeUTeWrit  tL"^'" 
^coUeCon  ,Hat  .,  .other  taught  r to  p^y   and  Z 

JrnZ    fi    .      -.u         '  ^''"'  ''■'^"S.   knowing  it   was 
^rong.  first  w.th  a  few  qualme.  then  brushfng  asid^ 
oon^^nce.  and  at  last  with  the  coolness  of  a'fiend 
Sir.  ,n  one  mmute  of  all  my  life  I  have  not  lived  for 
heaven ;  no.  not  one  minute  " 

••But.  Christ  died  for  sinners,  even  the  woret." 
Oh.  ye«;  Christ  died  for  sinners;  but  my  intellect 
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is  clear  sir;  clearer  than  ever  before,  I  tell  you" — his 
voice  sharpened,  almost  whistled,  it  was  so  shrill  and 
cr  ijentrated — "I  can  see  almost  into  eternity'.  I  can 
feel  that,  unless  Christ  is  desired,  sought  after,  longed 
for — that  unless  guilt  is  repented  of,  His  death  can  do 
no  good.  Do  I  not  repent?  I  am  only  savage  at  my- 
self to  think — to  think,  sir!"  he  lifted  his  right  hand 
impressively,  "that  I  have  so  cursed  myself.  Is  that 
repentance'.'  Do  not  try  to  console  me;  save  your 
sympathy  for  those  who  will  bear  it,  for  I  cannot. 
Thank  you  nurse;"  this  as  she  wiped  his  brow,  and 
moistened  his  parched  lips.  "I  am  not  dead  to  kind- 
ness, if  I  am  Lo  hope.  I  thank  you,  sir,  for  your 
Christian  ofhces,  though  tliey  do  me  no  goo<.l.  If  we 
sow  thonis,  you  know,  we  cannot  reap  flowers;  and 
corn  will  not  grow  from  the  se»' '  '"  thistles.  Heaven 
was  made  for  the  holy;  'withou  ogs,  whoremong- 

ers  and   adulterers.'        There's        uistinction;   it's   all 

right." 

After  that,  till  eleven  o'clock,  his  mind  wandered; 
then  he  slept  a  few  moments.  Presently,  roused  by 
the  striking  of  the  clock,  he  looked  around  him,  dream- 
ily, and  caught  sight  of  the  nurse  and  of  his  friend. 
"It's  awful  dark  here,"  he  whispered.  "My  feet  stand 
on  the  slippery  edge  of  a  great  gulf.  Oh,  for  some 
foundation!"  He  stretched  his  hands  out  as  if  feel- 
ing for  the  way.  "Christ  is  the  only  help — 'I  am  the 
Way,  the  Truth,  and  the  Life,'  "  whispered  the  man  of 
God.  "Not  for  me  !"  and  pen  cannot  describe  the  im- 
measurable woe  in  that  answer.  "I  shall  fall — I  am 
falling!"  he  half  shrieked  in  an  instant  later;  he  shud- 
dered and  all  was  over. — Sel. 
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I  suppose  you  have  heard  or  read  of  that  dangerous 
whirlpool  on  the  coast  of  Norway,  called  the  Mael- 
strom. It  is  a  perilous  part  of  the  sea  for  sailors— a 
whirlpool  of  an  amazing  sweep.  It  sometimcB  roani 
like  a  cataract,  when  there  is  a  strong  westerly  wind. 
But,  what  is  singular,  it«  violence  is  said  to  be  greatest 
in  calm  weather.  Then  the  power  of  the  vortex  is  tre- 
mendous. If  a  ship,  during  a  calm,  m  heedlessly  al- 
lowed to  enter  its  dread  circumference,  and  no  wind 
springs  up  to  aid  her  escape,  she  is  sure  to  be  swept 
round  and  round  till  swallowed  up  and  lost.  O  ye 
careless  ones,  listen  to  the  following  story,  the  sorrow- 
ful tale  of  a  lost  ship,  and  behold  in  it  your  own  peril 
if  you  yield  to  the  influences  of  hell  around  you  ! 

There  was  fine  weather  along  the  coast  of  Norway 
—a  smiling  sky  and  smooth  seas.  The  captain  and 
crew  of  a  certain  ship,  having  nothing  to  do,  deter- 
mined to  enjoy  it— were  in  high  spirit*?,  and,  to  in- 
crease their  hilarity,  they  resorted  to  the  intoxicating 
bowl;  all  but  the  pilot,  who  seemed  to  be  as  fullj 
aware  of  the  peril  as  your  own  conscience,  sinner — 
for  they  were  then  not  far  from  the  sailors'  dread— the 
Maelstrom. 

But  the  captain  and  crew  feared  nothing.  Thej 
commenced  a  merry  dance  on  deck.  The  revel  increased 
as  they  continued  to  drink. 

"Come,  dance  around,  my  jolly  boys!"  said  the 
captain.  And  away  went  the  merry  tars  in  continued 
circle  around  the  deck,  shouting  till  their  lungs  werp. 
spent.     It  was  a  drunken  revel. 
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"Cuptuin,"  said  the  sober  pilot,  who  alone  refused 
to  join  the  jollification,  "we  must  drop  anchor  at  once. 
The  wind  has  died  away,  and  the  ship  has  perfonned 
a  quarter-circle  within  the  last  half- hour." 

"Ha,  ha,  ha!"  shouted  the  captain.  "Fill  your 
glasses,  my  merry  lads!  Dance  around,  I  say;  the 
good  old  ship  is  keeping  us  company!" 

The  pilot  rushed  back,  with  a  pale  and  concerned 
look,  to  note  indications  of  the  tale  tolling  compass. 
Presently  he  returned  with  a  face  livid  from  fear. 

"Captain!"  he  cried,  "for  the  love  of  heaven  drop 
anchor  at  once,  till  tlie  wind  springs  up,  for  we  have 
entered  the  Maelstrom.  See  with  the  glaes.  Yonder 
ship  hae  cast  anchor,  and  she  is  now  making  signals 
to  us." 

"Away,  thou  fool!"  screamed  the  captain.  "Mr 
lade,  I'll  give  you  a  song."    He  began — 

"Away,  away  with  the  brow  of  care! 
The  devil  is  blithsome  and  merry; 
Odd  boots  it  were,  if  there's  pleasure  there, 
With  plenty  of  champagne  and  .sherry." 

The  pilot  became  frantic.  No  one  volunteered  to 
aid  him  in  dropping  anchor;  it  was  a  feat  impossible 
for  one  to  perform.  Now  a  signal  shot  boomed  from 
the  other  ship.  A  boat  put  forth  with  a  line,  securing 
it  to  the  vessel.  The  pilot  ran  to  the  heavy  lifeboat, 
but  could  not  move  it.  In  vain  he  called  for  aid.  Still 
the  dance  and  shout  and  song  of  revelry  went  on.  Once 
again  he  flew  to  the  compass,  and  in  despair  seized 
the  useless  helm — for  no  wind  filled  the  sails,  and  still 
the  ship  moved  on  in  the  mysterious  circle. 


LIFE'S  PATHWAY. 


i:ji 


For  the  last  time  ho  c-anie  to  give  the  solemn  warn- 
ing to  the  now  reclining  captain  and  crew.  He  begged 
»»nd  proved  to  them  to  heed  their  danger ;— danger 
seemed  to  have  a  fascinating  sound,  and  he  was  an- 
Hvvered  with  a  Inugh.  As  they  laughed,  he  wept,  and 
cautioned  them  with  tears,  and  threw  himself  into  the 
■ea.  With  strong  frame,  he  swam  through  the  fatal 
current,  towards  the  boat  put  forth  to  ivscue.  nnd 
reached  it  in  Bafety. 

As  long  as  line  could  be  found  m  the  anchored 
vessel,  the  boat  continued  its  way  toward  the  ship 
with  the  drunken  crew.  They  can:e  within  hail,  and 
called  on  thorn  to  save  themselves.  One  or  two.  sob- 
ered by  a  sense  of  danger,  threw  themHelves  into  the 
-^a,  and  succeeded  in  reaching  the  boat:  but  the 
others  became  stupid. 

The  line  was  at  length  exhausted.  The  ship  could 
now  be  seen  slowly  moving  on  ite  narrow  circle,  yet 
those  on  board  put  forth  no  effort  to  their  own  pre- 
servation. It  was  a  fearful  eight.  From  the  other 
vessel  every  eye  was  strained  with  an  intense  gaze. 
Papid,  hun-ied  action  was  there.  Still  the  line  was 
extended,  and  every  species  of  material  that  could  be 
found  for  the  purpose  was  utilized.  Necessity  became 
the  inventor  of  hopes  never  heard  of  in  ordinal  y 
emergen.^  It  availed  not  to  reach  the  vessel  of  the 
drunken  crew. 

Without  power  to  aid,  those  in  the  boat  beheld 
them  hastening  on  into  a  terrible  grave,  with  the  agony 
and  excitement  each  moment  increasing.  Still  they 
waited.  Night  wa«  coming  on.  Faster  and  faster  grew 
the   motion   of   the   ship.        At   last  the   approaching 
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shadows  warned  them  to  return.  The  fated  ship  was 
seen  through  the  gloom,  continuing  her  circles  with  in- 
creaRed  velocity.  Darkness  came  dowTi  and  cast  a  veil 
over  the  scene.  When  morning  davTied,  the  ship 
and  the  drunken  crew  had  vanished  for  ever  from 
sight ! 

Hear  me,  O  ye  careless  ones  !  We  know  of  nothing 
that  so  vividly  illustrates  your  infatuation  as  this. 
Why  will  ye  die?  Already  are  you  performing  thofe 
mysterious  circles— verging  rapidly  to  the  Maelstrom  of 
hell!  Sin,  like  the  intoxicating  cup,  infatuates  you. 
We  have  hoisted  our  signals.  Again  and  again  has  the 
report  of  our  solitary  signal  gun  boomed  in  your  ears. 
We  have  approached  within  hailing  distance.  We  offer 
you  assistance.  Zion's  ship  is  waiting  to  receive  you, 
anchored  to  the  Rock  of  Ages.  Jesus,  our  Captann. 
bids  you  welcome.  Some  of  your  companions  have 
taken  the  alarm  and  abandoned  you.  They  swam 
through  the  fatal  current  and  are  safe.  You  all  may 
do  the  same.  We  have  exhausted  our  line.  Your 
circles  in  the  fatal  influence  are  becoming  narrower. 
We  entreat  you  to  heed  your  danger — it  is  positively 
real.  We  repeat  our  entreaties.  Tum  e'er  it  be  too 
l&te.—Sel. 


"Because  I  have  called,  and  ye  refused;  I  have 
stretched  out  my  hand,  and  no  man  regarded;  but  ye 
have  set  at  nought  all  my  counsel,  and  would  none  of 
my  reproof :  I  also  will  laugh  at  your  calamity ;  I  will 
mock  when  your  fear  cometh ;  when  your  fear  comobh 
as  desolation,  and  your  destruction  cometh  as  a  whirl- 
wind    .     .     ."     Prov.  1:24-27. 
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THE  HOLY  CITY' 

Psalm  l.'J7:;j;  Job  35:10. 

Thirty  men,  red-cyod  and  disheveled,  lined  up  be- 
fore a  judge  of  the  San  Francisco  Police  Court.  It  wan 
the  regular  morning  company  of  "drunks  and  disorder. 
liee."  Some  were  old  and  hardened,  othere  hung  their 
heads  in  shame.  Just  as  the  momentary  disorder  at- 
tending the  bringing  in  of  the  prisoners  quieted  down, 
a  strange  thing  happened.  A  strong,  clear  voice  from 
below  began  singing : 

"La«t  night  I  lay  aslecping, 
There  came  a  dream  ao  fair." 

Last  night !  It  had  been  for  them  all  a  nightmare 
or  a  drunken  stupor.  The  song  was  such  a  contrast 
to  the  horrible  fact  that  no  one  could  fail  of  a  sudden 
shock  at  the  thought  the  song  suggested . 

"I  stood   in  old  .Torupalcra, 
Beside  the  temple  there  " 

the  song  went  on.  The  judge  had  paused.  He  made 
a  quiet  inquiry.  A  former  member  of  a  fame  js  opera 
eompany,  known  all  over  the  country,  was  awaiting 
trial  for  forgery.  It  was  he  who  was  singing  in  hie 
eell. 

Meantime  the  song  went  on,  and  every  man  in 
line  showed  emotion.  One  or  two  dropped  on  their 
knees,  one  boy  at  the  end  of  the  line,  after  a  desperate 
effort  at  self-control,  leaned  against  the  wall,  buried 
his  face  against  his  folded  arms,  and  sobbed,  "O 
mother,  mother!" 
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heard,  and  the  nong  still  welling  its  way  throu^^h  t  , 
court  roor>  ,  blended  in  th.  hush      Thl!  ^ 

tested.  "  °"*^  '"^^  Pro- 

VVe'rf  i'e're  lof."  '"'  "'""  "^  «°^  ^"  ^"^'"'^  ^<'  this:' 

too.  begito :;  ^"^  '^""^^'"'^"^ = ^"^  *^^«— "  H^. 

tJlln  ZTT^  ':  ^"^^^^^  ■^••^^  '^^  ^-'--  of 
von.  T ;  •  ^^  ^'  ^*"'  "°  «'-^^''  to  stop  the 
^ng      The  pohce  sergeant,  after  a  surprised  effort  to 

tnt  rest.     The  song  moved  on  to  it«  climax : 

"Jerusalem!  Jerusalem! 

Sing,  for  the  night  i.^  o'er! 
Hosanna  in  the  highest! 
Hosanna  for  evermore!" 

and  then  there  was  silence. 

hin7^  tI""^''  ^''^^'^  '"'^  '^'  ^^^^  °^  t,he  men  before 
h.m.     There  was  not  one  who  was  not  touched  by  th^ 

«Tr^d"V.-i"  ^''^"^  "'"^  ^^"-  impulse  wL' no 
advW       ?.    1°"'  '*"  '''''  «'"^^^^--  kind  word  of 
or  I;        ."  ^r'^'^  *^^"^  «"•    No  man  was  fin^ 
or  sentenced  to  the  workhouse  that  morning.  The  ^n. 
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cominti  ,  '  o""  '^'  ^°'^  '''^'  ""'^  Jerusalem, 
commg  down  from  God  out  of  heaven,  prepared  as  a 
bnde  adorned  for  her  husband.."    Rev  21  -2 
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MRS.  LEE  TELLS  OF  THE  TRANSLATION  OF 
HER  CHILDREN 

You  will  have  henrd  ere  this  of  the  torrible  landslip 
in  Darjeeling.  and  how,  buried  by  it,  is  all  the  .'arthly 
joy  and  light  of  our  home. 

Our  six  children— four  girls  and  two  boys— were 
living  in  a  b.>autiful  two-storied  stone  building,  on  the 
fiide  of  tho  mountain,  just  near  our  Methodist  Rchool, 
where  thoy  attended  as  day  scholars. 

We  were  buying  property  here  in  Calcutta,  and  re- 
pairing and  altering  the  house  to  suit  our  work;  Vida, 
our  oldest  daughter,  .»ged  seventeen  years,  was  taking 
charge  of  her  brotheis  and  sietens  in  that  beautiful  hill 
station,  until  we  could  get  settled. 

On  Sunday  night,  September  24th,  the  house  and 
all  our  darlings  were  buried  under  the  mountain,  and 
we  never  would  have  known  the  story  of  their  triumph' 
had  not  our  boy,  Wilbur,  been  miraculously  spared  to 
tell  us.  He  had  been  thrown  one  hundred  feet  down 
the  moimtain.  and  knew  nothing  until,  toward  morn- 
ing, he  came  to  himself,  :.nd  in  the  awful  darkness 
saw  a  light  in  a  house  not  far  away.  He  tried  to  reach 
it,  but  Bank  back  fainting.  In  the  morning  some 
friends  discovered  him,  and  after  much  difficult/ 
reached  and  rescued  him,  and  everything  was  done  to 
warm  and  save  him. 

After  two  days'  terrible  journey  of  walking,  riding, 
and  climbing,  we  reached  him  in  time  to  claep  hdm  in 
our  arms  again,  and  to  hear  him  say,  "My  precious 
mamma.  I  am  so  glad  you  came."  He  then  told  us 
about  that  night. 
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There  had  been  a  terrible  storm  and  downpour  of 
rain,  laating  two  days.  They  had  spent  Sunday  in- 
doors, a  few  slips  taking  place  during  the  day.  About 
ten  o'clock  in  the  night  the  storm  increased,  and  the 
earth  and  great  boulders  began  to  roll  down  the  bill, 
and  the  c;hildren  felt  they  were  not  safe.  They  tried 
to  escape,  but  found  the  road  destroyed,  the  way  cut 
off  on  both  sideE,  the  water  rushing  down  the  moun- 
tain-side like  the  Ohio  River— ns  Wilbur  described  it. 

Vida  led  the  children  out,  but  was  met  with  falling 
earth  and  stones,  and  insurmountable  heaps  of  debris. 
In  the  pitch  darkness  and  the  pouring  rain,  and 
through  the  sound  of  the  cyclone,  she  felt  she  could 
not  keep  the  children  together.  "I  cannot  let  you  get 
separated, "  she  said,  "I  promised  papa  I  would  take 
tare  of  Esther.  So  we  will  go  ba<-k  to  the  house,  and 
i:  God  wishes  to  save  us,  He  can  save  us  together,  if 
not.  He  wull  take  us  together." 

They  returned  and  made  a  fire  in  the  upper  room, 
where  they  dried  their  clothes,  and  prayed  to  God  to 
deliver  them  '*  '  was  His  will,  and  if  not,  to  make 
them  ready  loi  ..natever  might  come.  While  praying, 
the  comer  of  the  room  gave  way,  and  they  felt  the 
house  was  going.  Vida  stood  up  and  said  :  "Children, 
the  house  is  going  to  fall,  and  we  will  all  soon  be  in 
heaven." 

Wilbur  said,  "O  mamma,  if  you  could  have  seen 
Vida's  face,  how  it  shone,  and  how  beautiful  she  looked 
as  she  was  speaking  to  us!  All  fear  was  taken  away. 
We  just  felt  we  were  on  the  train  coming  into  Calcutta 
to  you.  W^e  were  so  happy.  We  all  said,  'Now,  if 
papa,  mamma,  and  baby  Frank  were  here  to  go  with 
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ug  to  heaven,  how  nice  it  would  be.'"  ViUa  took 
them  into  the  room  at  the  other  end  of  the  house,  and 
*gain  they  knelt  in  prayer.  Our  little  Bengali  girl 
waH  with  the  rt«t.  While  praying,  there  canic  a  dread- 
ful crash.  Wilbur  sprang  to  hiH  feet  with  the  lamp  in 
his  hand.  ju8t  in  time  to  Hee  the  wall  come  in.  Ho 
knew  nothing  more  till  he  came  to  himself  in  the 
darkness.  Our  hope  is,  the  others  knew  nothing  more 
till  they  found  themselves  sweeping  through  the  pearly 
gates. 

Wilbur  had  four  ghastly  woTuids  in  hie  bead  which 
caused  lockjaw.  He  seemed  to  have  been  nent  back 
to  tell  of  their  triumph  in  that  awful  hour,  and  to  as- 
sure us,  in  words  most  wonderful  for  a  child  of  his 
age,  of  his  own  preparation  for  heaven.  Then  after  a 
week  of  much  suffering,  he  joined  his  brother  and 
sisters  in  that  oetter  home,  and  left  us  alone  with  our 
baby  of  nine  months. 

^'ida  and  Ix)i8  were  both  converted,  and  had  de- 
dic«-ved  themselves  to  mission  work,  expecting  to  join 
us  in  a  few  years  in  working  for  the  salvation  of  India. 
Of  late  months,  their  Christian  experience  had  been 
most  beautiful.  In  Vida's  last  letter  she  spoke  of 
being  so  happy  in  a  newly  found  b'^^sing,  and  prayed 
that  it  might  be  lasting. 

Herbert  was  converted  when  five  years  of  age.  Ada 
fbund  Jesus  in  their  little  home  prayer  meeting,  always 
held  Sunday  evenings.  Esther  was  a  darling  child, 
who  talked  to  God  as  she  did  to  her  papa. 

They  were  all  musicians.  Vida  played  sweetly  on 
the  guitar.  I^is  was  our  organist.  Wilbur  nnd  Her- 
bert had  their  T':^Iins.     So  you  can  imagine  the  awful 
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silence  in  our  home,  and  how  our  hearts  ache  without 
them. 

Ix)iH'  body  was  found,  and  she  and  Wilbur  lie  in 
the  cemetery  with  the  children  who  were  killed  the 
same  night  in  the  school.  Vida.  with  the  three 
youngest.  God  buried,  and  they  are  safe  till  the  trump 
of  God  Hhall  rend  the  mountains,  and  even  the  seo 
shall  g'v»'  up  her  dead. 

God  is  our  refuge.  We  find  Him  all  we  need.  He 
lifts  UB  above  this  world's  storms,  and  heaven  and  our 
loved  ones  Heem  all  about  us.  So  we  are  not  robbed 
of  their  love  and  help,  even  here,  and  God's  love  never 
was  so  great.     Praise  His  name ! 

We  hurry  on  to  finish  our  work.  We  have  over 
one  hundred  Bangali  girle  with  us,  and  many  more 
wretched  ones  seeking  refuge.  We  are  busy  working 
for  our  building  in  which  to  shelter  them,  and  are  striv- 
ing  to  lead  all  we  can  in  this  dark  land  to  Jesus. 

May  God  accomplish  Hie  will  in  us,  and  may  His 
name  be  glorified  in  this  our  day  of  trouble. 
Yours,  only  for  Him, 

Ada  Lee. 

147  Dhramtala  St.,  Calcutta,  India. 

THE  PRAYER  OF  FAITH 

The  late  Professor  C.  E.  Stowe  once  tokl  to  a 
company  of  ministers  this  incident  of  his  life : 

While  professor  at  Lane  Seminary,  and  trying  to 
live  upon  a  very  small  salary,  Mrs.  Stowe  once  came 
to  me  with  the  ominous  message,  "The  flour  is  all 
gone!"     It  was  in  the  days  when  flour  was  very  ex- 
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perwivo— Home  fifteen  dollars  a  barrpi.  Vroionmr  Stowe 
reoeivpd  this  announcement  in  blank  silence  What 
to  do  he  did  not  know.  He  hml  no  money  The  hun- 
ger-wolf was  at  the  door.  The  thought  soon  occurr.>d 
to  him  : 

"Are  you  not  a  child  of  God?  Why  not  tell  your 
trouble  to  your  Heavenly  Father''" 

At  once  Profcfwor  Stowe  bowed  upon  his  kneeB  in 
prayer.  He  simply  told  the  Heavenly  Father  the  cir- 
cumHtances  of  the  case.  He  could  not  help  himself. 
Would  not  He  take  the  matter  in  hand? 

As  though  relieved  of  a  burden,  ProfeB«or  SU)We 
diemisBed  the  subject  from  his  mind  and  started  for  his 
duties  in  the  Seminary.  His  house  was  quite  out  of 
town.  Too  poor  to  pay  for  a  ride,  lie  commonly 
walkt<l,  or,  as  in  thin  instance,  secured  a  ride  with  some 
chance  passer  on  the  street.  As  he  rode  into  the  city, 
his  mind  inU-nt  upon  the  lecture  he  was  going  to  give, 
a  close  carnage  passed.  The  lady  occupant  of  the 
carriage  threw  open  the  window,  stopped  her  driver,  and 
addressed  Prof.  Stowe  : 

"l)o  you  know  where  Prof.  Stowe  lives?" 

"Yes,  madam,"  the  Professor  explaineo,  giving  the 
locality. 

The  lady  said  she  regretted  his  residence  was  so  far 
away,  for  she  had  a  message  for  him. 

"Do  you  not  live  near  him?  Could  1  depend  on 
you  to  give  him  this  letter?" 

Professor  Stowe  consented  ;  and  all  this  time  it  never 
occurred  to  him  to  inform  his  questioner  that  he  him- 
self was  the  person   she   was  seeking.      He  received 
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*he  letter,  put  it  in  his  pocket,  and  went  his  way.  On 
his  return  home,  Mrs.  Stowe  addressed  him : 
"Well,  Calvin,  how  about  the  flour?" 
He  did  not  know.  He  had  done  nothing  but  pray 
over  it.  Again  he  went  to  his  room  and  prayed  that 
the  Heavenly  Father  would  consider  his  need.  Ae  he 
arose  to  his  feet,  he  recalled  the  letter  he  had  ne- 
eeived,  and  in  his  absent-mindedness  had  forgotten.  He 
opened  it.  and  found  a  twenty-dollar  bill.  No  name 
was  attached.  To  him,  at  least,  there  was  no  p  jssibil- 
ity  of  doubt  that  hure  was  an  instance  of  answered 
prayer.  | 

We  muet  hold  to,  the  belief  that  ours  is  a  superna- 
tural religion.  God  is  as  truly  the  Heavenly  Father 
M  in  the  days  of  Jacob,  or  of  the  disciples.  We  may 
not  anticipate  exemption  from  trials,  but  we  are  taught 
to  pray :  "Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread,  and  deliver 
US  from  evil."  This  is  a  model  prayer.  We  must  al- 
ways try  to  close  it  as  Jesus  closed  His  own  petition : 
"Nevertheless,  not  as  I  will,  but  as  Thou  wilt."  And 
who  can  limit  the  possibilities  of  the  prayer  of  faith  "> 
—Sel. 


WHISKEY  DID  IT 

The  folowing  true  tale  of  the  work  of  the  whiskey 
demon  is  recorded  in  a  contemporary : 

"I  didn't  do  it;  God  knows  I  didn't  do  it;  whiskey 
did  it." 

Such  a  wail  came  from  the  boy,  and  he  was  only  a 
boy,  for  what  else  is  a  lad  of  nmeieen? 

And  now  he  stood  there  on  the  sidewalk,  wringing 
his  hands  and  crying  out  in  agony,  and  the  oflacer's 
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hand  was  on  his  shoulder,  and  the  noisy  crowd  was 
about  him,  crying  out.  too.  "He's  killed  him."  said 
one;  "let's  hang  him  to  a  lamp-post." 

"Oh,  mother,  mother!"  wailed  to  boy,  "wake  up! 
Oh,  I've  killed  her,  too?  let  me  go  to  her." 

"Come  with  me,"  said  the  officer:  "somebody  else 
will  take  care  of  your  mother,  and  we  will  take  care 
of  you." 

"I  didn't  do  it.  God  knows  I  didn't,  the  whiskey 
did  it,"  cried  the  boy,  as  the  officer  led  him  away. 

No,  he  had  not  done  it.  and  the  whiskey  had ;  but 
law  does  not  try  whiskey. 

Whiskey  had  not  followed  the  man  out  of  the 
saloon  and  beat  his  brains  out  with  a  piece  of  board. 
The  boy  had  not  really  done  it,  either,  for  he  had  no* 
known  what  he  did,  and  when  he  was  himself,  nothing 
could  have  induced  him  to  do  such  a  deed.  And  yefc 
he  was  the  motor,  or  rather  whiskey  was  the  motor, 
and  he  was  the  machine  it  moved.  He  was  the  one 
who  went  to  prison,  his  mother  wns  the  one  who  lay 
dead  from  grief;  it  was  his  hand  that  bore  the  stain 
of  a  mother's  blood. 

And  men  in  that  town  allowed  it  to  be  done.  It 
made  business  lively.  "There  can  be  no  town  with- 
out liquor;  that  is,  no  town  of  any  life,"  they  said. 

Yes,  business  was  made  lively;  the  saloon-keeper 
had  something  to  do ;  then  the  officer  of  the  law  had 
the  pleasure  of  taking  a  boy  to  jail,  the  coroner  had 
the  excitement  of  an  inquest,  and  the  undertaker  soki 
two  coffins.  Grim  sort  of  business,  isn't  it?  But  that 
is  the  kind  whiskey  furnishes. — Sel. 
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THE  SANCTIFIED  ENGINEER 

Sister  Snell  was  riding  on  the  Richmond  and  Dan- 
▼illo  road,  and  the  conductor  who  took  her  ticket  had 
such  a  good  face,  she  said :  "Aren't  jou  a  Christian?" 

He  said:  "Yee,  madam,  I  am  a  Christian." 

She  continued :  "It  is  eo  rare  to  see  a  railroad  man 
»  Christian.    How  did  you  happen  to  be  religious?" 

He  said:  "It  was  the  beautiful,  consistent  life  of 
an  engineer  on  the  railroad.  He  claims  to  have  some- 
thing the  rest  have  not.    He  says  he  ie  sanctified." 

"Are  you  sanctified?"  she  asked. 

"No,  but  I  am  converted.  Graham  seems  to  have 
something  I  have  not.  That  man's  influence  has  been 
felt  from  one  end  of  the  line  to  the  other." 

While  resting  in  her  room,  a  few  days  after  that, 
Sister  Snell  heard  the  newsboys  crying:  "A  great  dis- 
aster!" She  got  the  newspaper  and  read  the  names, 
and  there  were  forty  or  fifty  killed  or  injured,  and  the 
name  of  Graham  Jones,  the  saved  engineer,  was  in  the 
list  of  the  killei.  She  said:  "Better  fifty  other  men 
be  killed  than  Graham  Jones.  Why  was  it.  Lord, 
when  others  were  spared  who  have  not  this  influence?" 
She  could  not  get  him  out  of  her  mind. 

That  afternoon  a  special  list  was  made  and  revised : 
Graham  Jones'  name  was  transferred  to  the  list  of 
those  fatally  wounded,  and  she  thanked  God  for  that. 
As  she  had  heard  that  he  lived  in  the  town  where 
she  was  at  the  time,  she  set  out  for  his  house,  and 
found  s  sweet  little  cottage  and  went  in,  and  found 
his  wife  sitting  in  her  room,  the  picture  of  anguish. 
(Sanctification  does  not  make  us  unnatural).     There 
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was  no  rebelling  against  God.  even  though  tears  ran 
down  her  face,  and  He  was  keeping  her. 

Sister  Snell  sat  down  and  talked  to  her,  oflFering 
the  Word  of  God.  About  half-past  ten  they  heard 
the  tram  bringing  in  the  dead,  and  in  about  half-an- 
^our  they  heard  the  gate  opening  and  then  it  shut 
and  they  heard  the  tread  of  men  bringing  the  litter 
into  the  house,  walking  three  men  on  each  side. 
Stretched  on  the  litter  lay  the  wounded  man,  white 
as  death,  and  blood  everywhere,  and  one  arm  mangled 
wokmg  more  dead  than  alive.  ' 

His  wife's  name  was  Rubie.  He  said  to  her  when 
the.r  eyes  met:  "O  Rubie.  all  things  work  together 
for  good  to  them  that  love  God." 

The  doctors  did  all  they  could,  and  the  next  day 
they  came  back  and  said  they  would  try  to  save  his 
arm,  but  thought  it  must  be  .amoved.     He  said  : 

"Doctor,   please  don't;  it  is  the  arm  I  hold  the 
throttle  with,  and  if  it  is  cut  oflf  I  cannot  work.  Please 
spare  my  arm." 

But  they  thought  it  must  be  removed,  so  he  said 
again : 

"If  you  must  take  my  arm,   please  give  me  one 
night  to  pray— one  night  with  God."    They  said  :  "Mr 
Jones,  you  talk  like  a  madman.    To-morrow  will  be  too 
late."   He  said:  "I  don't  think  I  am  to  live  anyway 
and  I   believe  you  think   I  am  not.        Give  me  one 
night." 

The  doctors  hesitated,  and  he  said:  "Get  them  all 
out  of  the  room,  dear,  they  will  be  back  early  in  the 
morning." 

After  a  little  while  he  said:  "Is  not  this  the  night 


V3 

I 


A 


lU 


GLEANED  FROM 


r*' 


'4  ■  r- 

...j 


for  the  holinees  meeting?"  and  he  looked  at  the  door 
"Run  quickly,  and  aek  them  to  pray  for  me.  and  pray 
until  they  hear  from  me." 

The  word  was  sent  to  the  meeting,  and  they  prayed 
and  while  they  prayed,  Graham  Jones  talked  to   God 
about  that  arm.     The  next  morning  the  doctors  came 
and  he  was  placed  on  the  table,   and  they  gathered 
around  him  and  examined  that  arm.  and  the  gangerene 
was  gone. 

Graham  Jones  is  the  same  to-day,  running  on  the 
road,  and  he  says  himself  that  when  he  pulls  the 
throttle  cord  it  says,  "Hallelujah!  Halle-1-u-j-a-h !"  as 
it  comes  down  the  road.  Then  it  says,  "Glory  to  God ! 
Glory  to  God!    Hajle  .'  a-j-a-h !" 

Praise  His  name!  Sanctification  teaches  how  to 
suffer  for  God  in  every  condition. — Sel. 
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A  BLASPHEMER  PUNISHED 

"'He  that,  being  often  reproved,  hardeneth  his  neck, 
shall  suddenly  be  destroyed,  and  that  without  rem- 
edy."    Prov.  29:  1. 

In  a  little  towr  in  the  south  of  Maryland  lived  a 
young  man.  who.  for  brightness  and  popularity,  was 
outdone  by  none;  but  a  pronounced  atheist,  denying 
the  truth  of  the  Bible,  and  the  existence  of  the  Lord 
of  glory.  No  doubt  he  had  been  brought  to  this 
through  the  influence  of  infidel  writers  and  teachers. 

Often  he  would  gather  the  young  men  of  his 
native  town  around  him,  and  instruct  them  in  the 
evil  way  in  which  he  himself  was  travelling;  telling 
them  that  the  religion  of  Jesus  was  but  a  myth  and 
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fast  dying  out.     He  was  always  loud  in  his  denuncia- 
tion of  all  that  was  good. 

One  Sunday  evening  in  August,  1904,  he  was  con- 
versing with  his  associates  on  the  subject  of  God  and 
religion.  Growing  enthusiastic,  he  exclaimed:  "I 
defy  the  Almighty  to  strike  me  dead."  Instantly  he 
fell  to  the  floor;  a  silence  as  of  death  came  on  every- 
one. 

Had  God  taken  him  at  his  word?  Was  he  struck 
dead  ?    Or  had  he  only  fainted  ? 

At  last  someone  ventured  to  his  side,  and  felt  for 
his  pulse;  but  they  found  none;  they  eagerly  listened 
for  the  pulsating  of  his  heart,  but  all  was  still.  Thoy 
looked  into  the  eyes  that  but  a  moment  ago  were  lit 
with  animation,  but  the  only  return  they  now  gave 
was  the  glassy  stare  of  death.  God  had  accepted  the 
challenge. 

'DON  T  YOU  LOVE  HIM  FOR  THAT,  FATHER?' 

One  Sabbath  evening  a  farmer  asked  his  children 
what  they  had  learned  at  school  that  afternoon.  He 
was  not  a  Christian;  but  the  children  went  regularly  to 
Sabbath-sch(Mil.  F.ach  one  told  in  his  own  way  what 
the  teacher  had  said  of  the  beautiful  home  in  heaven 
that  Jesus  left,  becau.se  of  His  great  love  for  sinners. 
Nellie,  the  yonnp;e8t,  crept  upon  her  father's  knee,  and, 
looking  in  his  face,  said: 

"Jesus  must  have  loved  us  very  much  to  do  that: 
don't  you  love  Him  for  it,  father?" 

Then  they  described  the  trials  and  sufferings  of  the 
■Snviour:  how  He  T^as  betrayed  by  Judas,  and  led  be- 
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fore  the  high  priest  and  Pilate ;  how  the  wicked  soldierB 
crowned  Him  with  thorns,  and  mocked,  and  scourged, 
and  buffeted  Him.  Again  the  Httle  one  looked  up  and 
said,  with  tears  in  her  eyes : 

"Don't  you  love  Him  for  that,  father?" 

At  last  they  told  him  of  Jesue'  painful  deatli  on  the 
cross;  and  once  more  little  Nellie  looked  up  in  her 
father's  face  and  sweetly  said : 

"Now,  don't  you  love  Him,  father?" 

The  father  could  not  bear  any  morf,  he  put  his 
little  girl  down,  and  went  away  to  hide  his  tears,  for 
the  words  had  gone  to  his  heart.  Soon  after  thin  he 
became  a  Christian.  He  often  said  that  little  Nellie's 
questions  had  more  effect  upon  him  than  the  most 
powerful  preaching  he  had  ever  heard. — Scl. 

WAITED  ONE  NIGHT  TOO  LONG 

It  was  a  Sunday  night.  The  great  church  was 
crowded  with  people  to  hear  the  old  Gospel.  The 
preacher  gave  an  earnest  plea  for  sinners  to  be  con- 
verted. Many  came  forward  to  the  altar  to  seek  the 
T-iord.  One  young  man  heard  the  call,  but  said  to  him- 
self, "not  to-night;"  made  his  way  from  the  church; 
but  impressed  that  ho  ought  to  have  decided  t  -  Christ. 
He  went  to  his  work  the  next  morning  as  usual  in  the 
railroad  yards.  He  wa«  in  the  act  of  coupling  two  cars 
when  his  foot  slipped,  and  he  was  caugnt  between  the 
bumpers  and  horribly  crushed.  He  was  dragged  out, 
and  almost  the  first  words  he  said,  were  : 

"I  was  at  the  church  last  night,  and  felt  I  ought 
to  have  been  saved.     But  no  one  Invited  me.  and  I 
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fame  au-ay  without  making  a  ilecision.-  Ai.,1  then 
uitli  words  of  uttor  horror,  he  nai.l :  "I  u,n  dying,  and 
my  soul  m  lost,"  and  in  fifteen  minuto«  Jie  was  dead. 
He  had  put  it  off  one  night  too  long.  He  iui"ht 
have  been  saved,  for  God  called  him,  and  In  heard 
the  mi^sage  and  invitation.  My  unsaved  friend,  hoar 
the  call  of  God.  and  seek  Him  while  He  may  be  fo.irul. 
— Sel. 

DYING  FOR  CHRIST  S  MESSENGER 

liev.  John  G.  Patton,  the  wonderful  missionary  of 
the  New  Hebrides,  told  at  the  Ecumenical  Conference 
in  New  York,  of  an  incident  of  thrilling  jjower  just  :iar- 
rnted  to  him  by  a  letter  from  his  son. 

The  youi!ger  Patton  had  p.o.jched  on  a  heathen 
inland,  and  among  tho  converts  was  n  rjreat  chief.  But 
opposition  intensified,  and  a  .solemn  council  condemned 
the  missionary  to  be  shot,  in  spite  of  all  the  arguments 
and  pleadings  of  the  Christian  chief. 

The  line  was  drawn  up,  the  missionary  set  in  front, 
the  order  to  fire  given,  when  Buddonly  the  chief  threw 
himself  before  the  missionary  and  received  the  fire 
into  his  own  hotly. 

When  the  savages  saw  their  chief  dying  they  fled 
in  terror,  leaving  the  unharmed  younger  Patton  with 
the  dying  hero.  Patton  was  too  astonished  to  know 
what  to  say,  but  finally  cried  out,  "\Vhat  did  you  d,> 
that  for?    Why  did  you  do  that?" 

With  a  sweet  smile  amid  his  intense  agony  of  body 
the  chief  replied:  "Because  Jesus  died  for  me,  and  I 
am  glaa  to  die  for  His  messenger!"    Repeating  it  again 
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tenderly,  and  with  fully  satisfied  soul,  the  great  chief 
passed  away. 

What  an  experience  for  the  misflionary,  alone  with 
that  martyr  body  on  that  hostile  ground !  Was  ever 
the  power  of  the  Gospel  greater  than  that  ?—Sd. 

DEATH  FOR  THE  BIBLE 

In  the  days  of  the  persecution,  happily  long  since 
past,  in  Scotland,  a  party  of  soldiers,  under  a  very 
cruel  lender,  were  one  day  riding  along  a  country  road, 
when  they  met  a  lad  carrying  a  lx>ok.  Upon  being 
questioned  ns  to  the  nature  of  the  Iwok,  he  replied, 
with  a  fearless,  upward  glance.  "The  Bible." 

"Throw  it  into  the  ditch!"  shouted  the  fierce 
commander. 

"Na!"  returned  the  hoy,  in  his  broad  northern 
accent,  "it  is  God's  Word!" 

A  second  order  to  the  same  effect  only  caused  him 
to  grasp  his  treasure  more  firmly.  A  very  cruel  com- 
mand followed : 

"Then  pull  the  cap  over  your  eyes,"  was  the  mock- 
ing retort.    "Soldiers,  prepare  to  fire  !" 

For  a  moment  the  soldiers  hesitated,  but  thcir 
leader's  face  was  stem.  The  lad  never  flinched.  H  • 
was  not  afraid  to  face  death  or  taste  its  bitterness,  be- 
cause he  knew  he  should  pass  through  it  into  the  im- 
mediate presence  of  the  Lord  who  loved  him.  and 
who  redeemed  him  at  the  cost  of  His  own  precious 
blood.  He  heard  a  voice,  \mheard  by  others,  whisper- 
ing to  his  inmost  soul,  "Be  thou  faithful  unto  death, 
and  I  will  give  thee  a  crown  of  life." 
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"I  will  not  cover  my  eyen,"  ho  8aid  calmly.  "I  will 
look  you  in  the  face,  as  you  must  look  me  in  the  face 
»t  the  great  Judgment  Day." 

Wonderful  words  for  one  so  young  at  such  a  time 
of  peril.  Another  moment,  and  he  lay  shot  throi.gh 
the  heart;  but  his  spirit  waa  with  the  Ix)rd.  who  gave 
it. — Sel. 


ONLY  A  MINUTES  WORK 

An  itinerant  minister,  says  an  exchange,  some  years 
ago.  was  passing  through  a  prison,  crowded  with  con- 
victs showing  every  phase  of  ignorance  and  brutality. 

One  gigantic  fellow  crouched  alone  in  a  comer,  his 
feet  chained  to  a  ball.  There  was  an  unhealed  wound 
on  his  face  where  he  had  been  shot  while  trying  to 
escape.  The  eight  of  the  dumb,  gaunt  figure  touched 
the  visitor's  sympathy. 

"How  long  has  he  to  serve?"  he  asked 

"For  life." 

"Has  he  anybody  outside  to  look  after  him— wife 
or  child?" 

"How  should  I  know?  Nobody  has  ever  noticed 
him  all  ti.e  time  he  has  been  here." 

"May  I  speak  to  him?" 

"Yes,  but  only  for  a  minute." 

The  minister  hesitated.  What  could  he  say  in  one 
minute?  He  touched  the  man's  torn  cheek.  "I  am 
sorry,"  he  said,  "I  wish  I  could  help  you." 

The  convict  looked  keenly  at  him,  and  he  nodded  to 
indicate  that  he  believed  in  (b)^  "ympathy  expressed. 

"I  am  going  away  an    ehu"  never  see  you  again 
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perlinpH:  but   vou   |,av..  n   1  iit«i.<l   who  will  stnv  h.-n- 
with  yon." 

Th'.  K»nall,   keen  eye«  were  on   him;   the   prisoner 
<lrngppd  himself  up,  waiting  and  eager. 
"Have  you  heard  of  JesuH'.'" 
"Yes." 

"He  is  your  Friend.  H  you  are  good  and  true  and 
will  pray  to  God  to  help  you,  1  am  Rure  He  will  can- 
for  you." 

"Come,  sir!"  called  the  keeper,  "Time's  up." 
The  clergyman  turned  sormwfidly  away.     The  pri«- 
oner  crawled  after  him,  and,  catching  his  hand,  held 
it  in  his  own  while  he  could.    Tears  were  in  the  clergy- 
man's eyee. 

Fourteen  years  passed.  The  convict  was  sent  to 
work  in  the  mines.  The  minister  went  down  one  day 
into  a  mine,  and  among  the  workmen  saw  a  gigantic 
figure  bent  with  hardship  and  age. 

"Who  is  that:'"  he  af.ked  the  keeper. 

"A  lifer,  and  a  steady  fellov;  the  best  of  the 
g»ng." 

Just  then  the  "lifer"  looked  up.  His  figure 
straightened,  for  he  had  recognized  the  clergyman.  His 
eyes  shone. 

"Do  you  know  me'.'"  he  asked. 

"Will  He  come  soon?    I've  tried  to  be  good." 

At  a  single  word  of  sympathy  the  life  had  been 
transfo-med,  the  convict  redeemed. — Sel. 


"Let  the  wicked  forsake  his  way,  and  the  unrighte- 
ous man  his  thoughts;  and  let  his  return  unto  the  Lord, 
and  he  will  have  mercy  upon  him.     .     ."    Isa.  55:  7. 
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DYING  IN  DESPAIR 

Mrs.  Phebf  Falmer,  in  licr  lKx>k.  "Entirt'  Devo- 
tion," roliites  the  following  awful  inei(h»nt : 

E had  a  friend  who  did  not  believe  that  the  in- 

junctions,  "Cotne  out  from  among  them  and  be  ye  Hep- 
arate,'  "Hp  not  eonfornM'd  to  thin  world."  ami  kindred 
pasnapes,  have  aiivthinp  to  do  with  the  extenutl  ap- 
pearance of  the  Christian.  She  wbh  unit^'d  in  ehiirch 
fellowship  with  a  denomination  who  do  not  reeo{,mize 
the^e  thingK  an  im|H)rtant,  and  she  had  been  heard  to 
speak  contemptuously  of  those  contract^  viewn  that 
would  induce  one,  in  coming  out  in  a  religious  profeB- 
Hion.  to  make  such  a  change  in  extermil  appearance  and 
habits  as  to  excite  observation. 

We  should  be  far  from  favoring  an  intimation  that 
E.'h  friend  was  hyjwcritical ;  she  was  only  what  would 
be  termed  liberal-minded,  and  was  no  more  insincere 
than  thousands  who  stand  on  what  would  be  termed 
an  ordinary  eminence  in  religioufi  profession. 

The   wasting   consumption   gradually  preyed   upon 

the  vitals  of  this  friend,  and  E ,  who  lives  in  a 

distant  city,  went  to  see  her.     E ,  though  not  at 

the  time  as  fully  devoted  herself  as  she  might  have 
been,  was  concerned  to  find  her  friend  as  much  en- 
gaged with  the  vanities  of  the  world,  and  ae  much  in- 
terested about  conforming  to  its  customs,  as  ever,  and 
she  ventured  to  say  : 

"I  did  not  .suppose  yoji  would  think  so  much  about 
these  things  now." 

Her  friend  felt  somewhat  indicant  at  the  remark, 
and  obKcrved  :  "I  do  not  know  that  I  am  more  con- 
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formed  to  the  world  than  youmelf:  and  the  denomin- 
ation to  which  you  belong  regards  theee  things  aa 
wrong,  but  our  people  do  not  think  religion  has  any- 
thing to  do  with  theso  matters." 

The  hand  of  withering  disoaHP,  continuing  relent- 
lessly, laid  on  E s  friend,  and  as  she  drew  nearer 

eternity,  her  blissful  hopes  of  immortality  and  eternal 
life  seemed  to  gather  yet  greater  brijrhtnesH.  Her 
friends  felt  that  her  piety  was  more  elevated  than  that 
of  ordinary  attainment.  Again,  and  yet  again,  her 
friends  gathered  arouml  her  dying  couch  to  hear  her 
glowing  expreseionR  and  to  witness  her  peaceful  de- 
parture. Such  was  her  composure  that  she  desired  her 
shroud  might  be  in  readiueae,  so  she  might,  before  the 
mirror,  behold  her  body  arrayed  in  its  peaceful  resting- 
place. 

Her  friend  E was  forced  to  leave  for  the  city 

a  day  or  two  before  her  dissolution,  and  called  to  take 
her  final  farewell. 

"We  shall  not  meet  again  on  earth,"  said  the  dying 
one,  "but  doubtless,  we  shall  meet  in  heaven.  On 
my  own  part  I  have  no  more  doubt  than  if  I  were 
already  there,  and  I  cannot  but  hope  that  you  will  be 
faithful  unto  death.  We  shall  meet."  They  then 
bade  each  other  a  last  adieu. 

The  moment  at  last  came  when  death  was  per- 
mitted to  do  his  fearful  work.  The  devoted  friends 
had  again  gathered  around  the  bed  of  the  dying  fair 
one  to  witness  her  peaceful  exit.  Respiration  grew 
shorter  and  shorter,  and  at  last  ceased,  and  they  deem- 
ed the  spirit  already  in  the  embrace  of  blissful  mee- 
sengere,  who  were  winging  it  to  Paradise.     A  fearful 
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Bhriek!  and  in  a  moment  they  boncid  her  that  they 
had  looked  iijKin  nm  the  dopartcU,  Bitting  upright  before 
them  with  every  feature  distortod. 

Plorror  and  disappointtiunt  had  trnnRformori  that 
placid  countenance,  so  tiiat  it  exhihit^Kl  an  exprt'gBJon 
indescribably  fiendish.  "I  won't  die"  At  that  mo- 
ment hor  minister  ent<«red.  "Out  of  the  door,  thou 
deceiver  of  nion  I"  she  again  vociferated — fell  back,  and 
was  no  more. 

"Many  will  say  to  me  n  that  day,  liOrd,  liOrd, 
have  we  not  prophesied  >r  Thy  name,  and  in  Thy  name 
have  cast  out  devils.  An  s  in  Thy  name  have  d-  >ne  many 
wonderful  works?  And  th^'n  will  T  (•t)nfes«  unto  them, 
I  never  knew  you ;  depart  from  M  ye  that  work  u:,- 
iquity."     Matt.  1  21  ~SeL 

KATIES  'OOCH  ' 

Little  Katie  was  les^^  than  three  years  old,  and  her 
papa  and  mamma  w»re  faith  missionaricR.  When  she 
wanted  something  ttiey  could  not  give  her,  she  wa« 
used  to  asking  the  Ix)rd  for  it.  She  was  a  hild  of  sim- 
ple faith. 

Katie  was  very  fond  of  sugar.  One  morning  they 
had  only  mush  for  their  breakfast,  and  no  milk  or 
sugar  for  it.  Katie  said,  "Mamma,  please  give  Tatie 
some  'oosh.'  "  (That  was  the  name  she  had  for 
sugar.)  Her  mamma  said,  "Darling,  mar.  ma  has 
none  for  Katie."  The  child  lifted  her  eyes  with  a  look 
of  surprise,  and  said  confidingly.  "Den  Tatie  must 
p'ay,"  and  down  she  climbed  out  of  her  high  chair, 
and  went  into  the  bedroom,  kneeled  down,  and  said, 
"0  'Ord,  p'ease  give  Tatie  »<inie  'cx)Hh'  tause  we  need 
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Jt,  for  Jesus'  sake    Ampn  "     t»,«       u 

♦u    XL.  "«'ve,  nmen.        ihen  she  went  bark  fn 

«;.e  table,  and  said  confidently.  "Now.  maml.  Tatt 
vn  1  have  some  'oosh.'  tause  de  'Ord  said  so."     She 

a    if    h  "r^\"'f-*  «"^--  -  -ntentod  and  happv 
as  .f  Hh..  already  had  the  sugar  the  T.rd  had  promi'sod 

She   uns  out  on  the  sidewalk  at  the  front  of  the 

walked  along  the  crossing,   where  it  bridged  a  ditch 

and  tt  1  7r^  ^^"  ^  P^^'^^^'"-  ^^^  eLbed  down 
and  got  ,  A  httle  hole  had  been  torn  in  the  paper 
by  the  fall,  .so  she  could  see  that  there  was  sug7in 

and  said  O  mamma,  see  what  de  'Ord  did  send  Tatie 
I  dess  de  Ord  did  lay  it  on  somebody  to  bring  Tatie 
«ome  oosh.'  and  they  backs'id.  an'  won  In't  bring  it 
an  den  de  'Ord  laid  it  on  'em  to  lose  it.  and  den  de' 
Ord  laid  It  on  Tat.e  to  find  it."  She  had  it  all  fixed 
up  m  her  baby  mind  how  the  I^rd  had  sent  it  It 
had  probably  rolled  off  from  some  gmcer's  wagon.  The 
chiW  enjoyed  her  sugar  very  much,  and  knew  that 
'   ">a  had  heard  her  prayer. 

The  r^rd  never  disappointed  Katie's  faith.  Once 
she  prayed  for  some  "pedees,"  a  name  she  gave  to  all 
nuts.  Her  mother  knew  of  no  way  in  which  her 
prayer  could  be  answered ;  but  that  very  afternoon  a 
farmer  from  the  country  brought  a  two-bushel  sack  of 
walnuts. 

Another  time  she  was  praying  for  some  meat,  and 
then  added.  "0  yes.  'Ord.  and  some  'chiton'  too  " 
That  afternoon,  a  ham.  and  two  dressed  chickens  were 
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brought  in  as  a  gift.     They  came  in  answer  to  Katie '.^i 
prayer. 

Whenever  she  prayed  for  a  thing,  she  would  say 
Bhe  was  going  to  have  it,  and  always  gave  the  simple 
reason.  "Tause  de  'Ord  said  so."— Sel 


A  TRL  H  STORY 

A  young  lady,  with  Christian  parents,  had  been 
taught  from  childhood  what  it  was  to  be  a  Christian. 
When  urged  to  give  her  heart  to  Christ,  she  would 
say:  "I  am  too  young  yet.  Wait  a  little  longer.  I 
want  to  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  the  world  firet."  Satan 
held  up  his  most  attractive  pictures  of  dancing,  card- 
playing,  and  theatre-going,  before  her  eyes,  making 
her  think  that  nothing  else  could  compare  with  these 
for  having  real  enjoyment;  but  he  did  not  let  her  see 
death  standing  behind.  One  New  Year's  eve  she  was 
very  thoughtful.  The  words,  "Give  your  heart  t.  God 
this  last  night  of  the  old  year,"  kept  ringing  in  her 
ears  long  after  she  had  retired.  The  next  morning 
she  wrote  these  words  in  her  diary :  "One  year  from 
to-day  I  will  give  my  heart  to  God." 

The  year  passed  with  its  round  of  pleasures,  and 
another  New  Year's  eve  arrived.  How  beautiful  she 
looked  as  she  went  to  her  diary,  dressed  for  her  last 
party,  and  wrote  the  words:  "To-morrow  I  will  give 
my  heart  to  God." 

As  she  came  into  the  parlor  her  mother  said:  "O 
darling,  why  will  you  dress  so  imprudently?  If  you 
will  go,  why  not  go  warmly  clad  this  bitter,  cold 
night?" 
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"Why,  mamma,  they  would  laugh  at  me!  Every- 
one wears  low  neck  and  short  sleeves,  and  I  will 
wear  my  heavy  opera  cloak.  Mamma,  this  is  my  last 
party;  so  let  me  enjoy  myself  to-night.  I  will  turn 
over  a  new  leaf  to-morrow." 

Alas  1  it  was  her  last  party.  Becoming  overheated 
while  dancing,  she  stepped  for  a  few  moments  into  the 
cold  oir;  the  death  angel  passed  and  touched  her.  New 
Year's  morning  found  her  very  ill.  In  three  days  she 
left  her  worldly  pleasures  behind  and  went  to  meet 
her  God— unsaved.  She  had  let  her  opportunity  fly 
away.    It  could  never  return, — Sel. 

IN  A  STREET  CAR 

"Jesus  loves  me,  this  I  know." 

Sweet  and  clear  rang  out  the  childish  treble.  It 
was  on  a  horse  car.  A  little  girl,  between  three  and 
four  years,  had  been  out  visiting  with  her  mother,  and, 
being  shy  among  strangers,  had  kept  quiet  till  her 
prattling  little  tongue  could  stand  it  no  longer.  So, 
as  soon  as  the  horses  began  to  trot  and  the  bells  to 
jingle,  she  began : 

"Jesus  loves  me,  this  I  know, 
For  the  Bible  tells  me  so; 
Little  ones  to  Him  belong, 
They  are  weak,  but—" 

The  car  stopped ;  so  did  the  singer.  Two  or  three 
passengers  got  "n.  Ding!  ding!  went  the  bell.  Away 
went  the  car.    Away  went  the  singer : 

"They  are  weak,  but  He  is  strong." 
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A  smile  went  around  the  car,  but  the  little  one, 
kneeling  on  the  seat  and  looking  out  of  the  window, 
and,  therefore,  quite  unconscious  of  it  all,  sang  on : 

"Yes,  Jesus  loves  me! 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  me! 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  me! 
The  Bible  tells  me  so!" 

I  do  not  know  how  many  hearts  were  touched  dur- 
ing that  ride,  which  was  quite  a  long  one,  and  many 
passengers  came  and  went.  I  do  not  know  how  many 
burdens  were  lifted,  but  I  know  that,  while  the  s<  ig 
lasted,  every  one  on  the  car  heard  the  Gospel  rnes- 
6age.  Everybody  listened ;  everybody  smiled ;  there 
was  not  a  frown ;  there  was  not  a  troubled  look  on  any 
face.  The  simple  story  of  Josus  and  His  love  had 
driven  them  all  away.  At  length  ttie  song  ceased,  the 
mother  turned,  the  little  head  was  resting  against  the 
window.  The  baby  was  fast  asleep.  She  had  "done 
what  she  could." — Sel. 

THE  STORY  OF  A  LITTLE  BLUE  TICKET 

The  following  incident  was  related  by  a  Louisvillf 
pastor,  and  is  repeated  as  nearly  as  the  writer  rcn.eir 
bers   it.    with    the   ho])e   that   it   may   encourage   some 
primary  teacher  who  has  not  yet  been  able  to  "see  re- 
sults."' 

It  was  a  bitterly  cold  night,  and  Dr. was  on 

his  way  to  the  Union  Station  to  meet  friends,  duo  on 
a  late  train. 

The  station  v  as  thronged  with  its  restless  sea  of 
humanity,  as  it  always  is.  and  the  doctor  stepped  into 
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^^n  his  attention  was  attra^'fprl  hv  „      ■     . 

Ag  the  poor  fellow  toifed       i,,,,,,, 
d,.tanee,  the  reverend  gentleman  involuntariirmoled 
forward    ,„  assist   him,    when   he   noticed   two  of  hi, 
officml   members   walking  arm-in-ann   down   the  plat- 
form .  i  ^ 

Stepping  back  within  the  shadow  he  thought  I  will 
not  go  myself,  for  it  will  give  me  such  pleasure  to  see 
these  members  who  are  under  my  charge  do  this  act 
of  kindness  and  biotherly  love. 

But.  alas  for  the  faith  of  the  minister!  The  offi- 
cml brethren,  like  modem  Priest  and  Levite,  "passed 
byjn  the  other  side,"  leaving  the  poor  fellow  to  his 

With  a  sinking  heart,  the  doctor  was  just  hurrying 
forward  again,  when  a  newsboy  ran  up  to  the  crippl. 
and  squarmg  himself,  looked  at  him  and  said  "Well' 
pardner,  look«  like  yer  might  er  hed  some  hard  luck' 
am  t  yer?  Wouldn't  yer  like  to  hev  a  boost  agittin" 
on  the  train?"  "Well,  yes;  I  would,"  repli^l  the 
man  lookmg  wistfully  up  at  the  step  that  seemed  im- 
possible of  mounting.  "I  don't  seem  to  be  able  to 
make  it  alone." 

and  I  II  help  yet  get  on ;  I'm  big  and  strong  and  can 
hev  yer  on  there  in  a  jifTy,"  and  dropping  his  papem  on 
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a  box  near  by.  he  ran  back,  calling  out  cheerily,  "Now 
conie  on,  we're  ready,"  and  with  all  the  strength  of  his 
l.ttle  young  body  and  all  the  tenderness  in  his  brave  boy 
heart,  he  lilted  the  man  bodily  up  the  steps  and  carried 
hiin  into  the  car.  where  he  placed  him  comfortably 
upon  a  seat.  Then,  again  squaring  himself  in  front  of 
the  man,  he  said.  "Say,  pard,  how  are  you  off  for 
chink  anyway.'  Aint  got  much,  eh?  Well,  I  nakes 
a  lot  8ollin'  papers;  jest  yer  take  this  roller  and  hel.) 
youmelf  along  •— and  he  shoved  a  shin-dollar  into  the 
coat  pocket  of  his  charge. 

"O.  I  don't  need  much  money— I'm  on  my  way 
home  to  my  father's,  and  I  can  get  on  all  right  uniti 
I  get  there,"  said  the  grateful  man. 

"O,  well,  I'll  feel  more  easier  about  yer  .-f  I  know 
yer-ve  got  it— so  here's  luck  to  -  r  and  good-by' — and. 
doffing  hi«  hat  to  his  comrade,  the  boy  leaped  off  the 

train  almost     ifito  the     arms     of  Dr.   .   who  had 

watched  the  whole  proceeding. 

The  boy  ducked  his  head  and  said  in  an  embarrassed 
way,  "I  didn't  know  nobody  was  er  watchin'." 

know  you  didn't,  my  lad,  but  at  least  two  peo- 
ple saw  you,  and  appreciated  your  act.  Now,  tell  me. 
do  you  go  to  Sunday-school?" 

"No,  I  don't  go  no  more  now — don't  seem  to  want 
to  go  eny  more.  My  ma.  she  uster  to  get  me  ready  of 
a  Sunday  morning,  and  wash  my  face  and  comb  my 
hair,  and  start  me  off.  But  sense  she's  went  away, 
.ver  see,  I'm  here  by  myself  now,  but,"  and  his  face 
brightened  perceptibly.  "Yer  needn't  thmk  I've  for- 
got  all  I  learned  there,  and  thet's  what  made  me  help 
the  poor  feller  yonder,"  and  he  fished  info  the  depth 


160 


GLEANED  FROM 


9 


u 

w 


of  his  pocket  and  brought  forth  a  little  blue  ticket  that 
bore  the  marks  of  many  handlings,  just  such  a  one  aa 
you  and  I  have  many  a  time  given  and  received  at  Sun- 
day-school. On  the  bit  of  blue  pasteboard  there  was 
printing,  and  the  child  went  on  putting  his  own  inter- 
pretation on  it  thus:  "I  don't  know  just  what  the 
words  sez  exactly,  but  my  teacher  told  me  as  how  it 
meant  yer  must  treat  other  folks  jest  as  good  as  ye'd 
have  them  treat  yer,  and  there's  a  feller  up  yonder, 
where  my  ma  is  at,  that  keers  a  heap  when  he  sees 
yer  do  it." 

The  doctor  took  the  blue  ticket  from  the  dirty  little 
hand,  and  on  :t  he  read  the  words  that  have  been  the 
keystone  of  the  noblest  lives:  "Inasmuch  as  ye  did  it 
unto  one  of  the  least  of  these  my  brethren,  ye  did  it 
unto  Me." 

When  the  teacher  who  repeats  this  incident  heard 
it,  she  said  in  her  own  discouraejed  heart,  "0,  ye  of 
little  faith,  wherefore  did  ve  doubt?" — Sel. 


A  DISASTROUS  ENDING 

In  all  the  history  of  infidelity,  unbelief,  and  skepti- 
cism, there  is  not  a  single  instance  of  a  triumphant 
death.  As  one  illustration  of  this  statement,  note  the 
following  from  history : 

"On  the  ir)th  of  February,  1758,  Voltaire  penned 
the  following  blasphemy  :  'Twenty  years  more  and  God 
will  be  in  a  pretty  plight.'  And  in  twenty  years  from 
thao  Voltaire  was  on  his  death-bed.  His  infidel  com- 
panions finding  him  disposed  to  recant,  refused  to  let 
any  minister  of  religion  visit  him.     Voltaire,  in  conse- 
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quence,  became  infuriated,  and  cursed  the  D'Almberta 
and  the  Diderots.  'Begone!'  he  said.  'It  is  you  that 
have  brought  me  to  my  present  miserable  condition! 
and  what  a  wretched  glory  you  have  procured  me!' 
With  alternate  prayer  and  blasphemy,  saying,  '0, 
Christ,'  and  then,  'I  am  abandoned  of  God  and  man,' 
he  died  on  the  30th  of  May,  1778. 

"Monsieur  Trochin,  the  physician  who  attended 
him,  declared  that,  to  witness  all  the  furies  of  Orestes, 
one  had  only  to  be  present  at  the  death  of  Voltaire. 
*Suoh  a  spectacle,'  he  adds,  'would  benefit  the  young 
who  are  in  danger  of  losing  the  precious  helps  of  re- 
ligion.' 

"The  Marshall  de  Richelieu  was  so  terrified  at  what 
he  saw  that  he  left  the  bedside  of  Voltaire,  declaring 
the  sight  was  too  horrifying  for  endurance." 

Millions  have  died  in  the  triumphs  of  Christianity, 
and  like  the  immortal  \lfred  Cookman,  went  "sweeping 
through  the  gates,  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb." 
— Sel. 


"FIVE  MINUTES  MORE  TO  LIVE" 

A  young  man  stood  before  p  krge  audience  in  the 
most  fearful  position  a  humar  beh'i.  could  be  placed — 
on  the  scaffold!  The  noose  haii  br^n  adjusted  around 
his  neck.  In  a  few  moments  more  he  would  be  in 
eternity.  The  sheriff  took  out  his  watch,  and  said  : 
"If  you  have  anything  to  say,  speak  now,  as  you  have 
but  five  minutes  to  Hve."  What  awful  words  for  a 
young  man  to  hear,  in  full  health  and  vigor ! 

Shall  I  tell  you  his  message  to  the  youth  about 
him?      He  burst  into  tears,  and  said  with  sobbing: 
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"I  have  to  die  t  I  had  only  one  little  brother.  He 
had  beautiful  eyes  and  flaxen  hair.  How  I  loved  him ! 
I  got  drunk — the  first  time.  I  found  my  little  brother 
gathering  strawberries.  I  got  angry  with  him  without 
cause;  and  killed  him  with  a  blow  from  a  rake.  I 
knew  nothing  about  it  until  I  awoke  on  the  foUowing^ 
day  and  found  myself  closely  guarded.  They  told  me 
that  when  my  little  brother  was  found,  his  hair  wte 
clotted  with  his  blood  and  brains.  Whiskey  had  done 
it  I  It  has  ruined  me !  I  have  only  one  more  word  to 
say  to  the  young  people  before  I  go  to  stand  in  the 
presence  of  my  Judge.  Never,  never,  never  touch  any- 
thing that  can  intoxicate  I" 

Think  what  one  indulgence  in  drink  may  do.  This 
youth  was  not  an  habitual  drunkard.  Shun  the  deadly 
cup  which  steals  away  your  senses  before  you  are 
aware  of  it;  for  you  cunnot  know  the  dreadful  deeds 
you  may  commit  while  under  its  influence. 

The  Duke  of  Orleans,  the  eldest  son  of  King 
Philippe,  King  cf  France,  was  the  inheritor  of  what- 
ever rights  the  royal  family  could  transmit.  He  was 
a  noble  young  man,  physically  and  intellectually.  One 
morning  he  invited  in  a  few  of  his  companions,  as  he 
was  about  to  leave  Paris  to  join  his  regiment.  In  the 
conviviality  of  the  hcvir  he  drank  wine.  He  did  not 
become  intoxicated.    He  was  not  a  dissipated  man ;  his 

racter  was  lofty  and  noble.  But  in  that  joyous  hour 
h^  partook  of  wine. 

Biddnng  his  companions  adieu,  he  entered  his  car- 
riage; but  for  that  glass  of  wine  he  would  have  kept 
his  seat.  He  leaped  from  the  carriage ;  but  for  that 
glass  of  wine  he  might  have  alighted  upon  his  feet- 


LIFE'S  PATHWAY. 


163 


His  head  struck  the  pavement;  senselees  and  bleed- 
ing, he  woe  taken  into  a  beer  shop,  and  there  died. 
That  glafw  of  wine  overthrew  the  Orleans  dynasty,  con- 
fiscated their  property  of  $100,000,000,  and  sent  the 
whole  family  into  exile. 

A  young  man,  a  telegraph  operator  at  a  railroad 
station,  had  never  tasted  alcohol.  One  day  he  was  in- 
duced by  some  young  men  to  take  just  one  glass. 
Through  ite  effect  he  made  a  mistake  in  telegraphing, 
the  result  was  a  collision  between  a  freight  and  a  pas- 
senger train,  and  thirty  persons  killed;  and  he  became, 
suddenly,  prematurely  old.    He  was  ruined. 

Reader,  on  no  account  drink  rum ;  beware  of  the 
first  glass.  Vote  for  prohibition  with  a  Prohibition 
party,  do  all  you  can  to  save  the  people  from  rum. — 
Sel. 

TIM  BURKE 

A  minister  newly  settled  in  Glasgow,  Scotland,  de- 
termined to  visit  every  person  in  his  parish.  He  began 
his  rounds,  and  succeeded  in  finishing  the  entire  list — 
with  a  single  exception. 

Up  four  flights  of  stairs,  in  a  poor  tenement  house, 
lived,  or  hovelled,  an  intemperate  man,  who  was  so 
repulsive  and  savage  that  he  dared  not  meet  him.  The 
minister's  friends  had  warned  him  not  to  call  there, 
for  fear  of  personal  harm.  The  wretch  had  driven  his 
family  away.  Nobody  could  live  with  him,  and  he  was 
best  left  alone.  He  was  a  "beast."  This  was  con- 
firmed by  the  minister's  own  impressions  the  few  times 
he  had  seen  the  drunkard,  and  he  shunned  him. 

Still  the  good  man  could  not  help  feeling  ashamed 
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nigh^tVriTiro';:"''  """J"''''  "'•"«  •"'^  -  perfect 

F.nall;,,  he  liftcj  the  latch.    There  was  no  l.„l,       ^ 
the  door  slowly  opened.     Before  him  ^  °°'' 

^'iK^d""  '""  ''"■  ""^  ''"•■"-•        "^" 

hia  «,th  Ta  XTZ  ZlV"  "'T"  '""""O'  - 

"wu     L  ''"  "'^  ^y^s  garine 

the  Jilt.""  ^■°"'"     ^""   "-  "'«  «-■  «-tl„g  to 
"I  am  a  minister." 
;;Mini«terf     What  d' you  want?" 
1  came  to  see  you  !" 
'Well,  look  ufc  me    then  •"  anA  *u^ 
feet  and  eame  forw.,;i         '     ""*  ""'  """  ™^  <«  l-" 

"Have  you  looked  enough?"  asked  thp  a^    l    j 
approaching  so  close  thaf  h;»     •    .  drunkard, 

breath.       "Nowl'll  f.l.  I  '''"*'''  '""^^^  ^^'«  ^«"J 

^"-         iNow,  1  11  tell  ye  what  I'm  coin'  f^  rl^     t' 

gom'  to  kick  ye  downstairs. "  ^  ^''-    ^  "^ 

^      "Hold  on,  hold  on!!  Not  now,"  eaid  the  minister 
H  you  k,ck  me  down  stairs.  I'll  have  to  comTaTtle 
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way  up  again.  'Tvo  got  a  call  to  make  on  the  next 
floor;  wait  till  I  come  back,  and  then,  if  you  conclude 
to  kick  the  minister  who  wanted  to  make  you  a  friendly 
visit,  why.  I  shall  bo  at  your  service." 

"Well,  you  are  a  cool  one."  mutterwl  the  drunk- 
ard, and  he  went  and  sat  down  again. 

After  making  his  call,  the  minister  n-tumed,  and 
presented  himself  according  to  promise,  but  he  found 
the  man  not  at  all  disposed  to  kick  him  now.  He  had 
evidently  been  thinking. 

"Sit  down,"  said  he,  and  the  minister  sat  down  and 
talked  with  him  like  a  tender  brother,  and  when  he 
Bpoke  to  him  of  his  wife  and  children,  the  teare  began 
to  roll  down  the  poor  drunkard's  cheeks.  "O,  I'm  a 
Ood-forsaken  wretch,  beyond  mercy!"  he  groaned.  But 
the  minister  point<>d  him  to  Christ,  and  knelt  and 
prayed  that  the  fallen  w.ul  might  have  strength  and 
grace  to  rise  again. 

The  good  man  followed  up  his  prayer  with  pcreistent 
iindnese,  and  faithfully  stood  by  Tim  Burke,  till  he 
saw  him  re-unitcd  to  his  family,  and  established  in 
honest  employment,  a  sober,  right-minded,  church- 
going  man. 

Ever  afterwards,  when  inclintxl  to  be  afraid  of  a 
repulsive  duty,  it  was  enough  for  the  minister  to  re- 
member that  day  when  he  "rescued  the  perishing." 
— Scl. 


The  Holy  Spirit  is  the  divine  sufficiency  to  carry  us 
across  the  dead-line  of  sinfulncMs  over  into  the  Canaan 
land  of  pardon  and  purity. 
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^**  CJLKANED  FROM 

STORY  OF  A  LITTTE  LIFE 

"VVlmt  is  your  namo?"  a«k.d  the  teacher, 
lo.nrny  Urown.  iimarn."  answered  the  boy 

He  wan  a  pathetic  little  figure,   with  a  thin  face. 
Hollow  eyes,  and  pale  cheeks,   that  plainly  told  .f  i. 
sufhcent   fo<,d.     il.  wore  a  suit  of  cloth's  evid-n  I 

Mth  cloth  of  d.fTeront  colors      His  shoes  wer.  old    h.s 

-r  cut  square  in  the  neck  in  the  unpractic.  n.anner 

n  which  won.en  sometimes  cut  l)oyH'  hair.     It   .vas  » 

b.tter  d,.y.  yet  he  wore  no  overcoat,  and  his  bare  I  .nJs 

were  red  with  thi-  cold. 

"How  old  are  you.  Tommy?" 

Nine  yearn  dd  come  next  April.     I've  l,amed  U. 
read  at  home,  and  I  can  cipher  a  little." 

"Well,  it  is  time  for  you   to  begin  school.     Why 
nave  you  never  come  before  ?" 

The  boy  fumbled  with  a  cap  in  his  hands,  and  did 
not  reply  at  once.     It  was  a  ragged  cap  with  frayed 

lould  tell  ''"^'"''  '^'°'  ^^  '^'  '^^"^  "°    ^*° 

Presently  he  said.  "I  never  went  to  school,  'cause 
-cause-well,  mother  takes  in  washin'.  an'  she 
couldn  t  spare  me.  But  Sissy  is  big  enough  now  to 
help,  an   she  minds  the  baby  besides." 

It  was  not  quite  time  lor  school  to  begin  All 
around  the  teacher  and  the  new  scholar  stood  the  boys 
that  belonged  to  the  room. 

While   he   was   making  his   confused   explanation 
some  of  the  boys  laughed,  and  one  of  them  called  out. 
&ay,  Tommy,  where  are  your  cuffs  and  collar?"  And 
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another  nang  out.  "You  must  sleep  in  n  ra^r-bac  at 
night,  by  tho  look«  of  your  clothe*!"  Before  toe  tea- 
cher couid  ijuiet  them,  another  boy  hud  voluirtet-red 
the  infortnaiton  that  the  father  of  the  boy  wm  "old 
Si  Brown,  who  w  aa  always  an  drunk  an   i  fiddler 

Tlw  poor  child  looked  around  on  his  tormentor  like 
a  hunted  thitig.  Thtn  h  fore  the  teach  r  could  ij"taia 
him,  with  a  supprt«sed  ry  of  misery,  he  ran  out  of 
the  room,  out  of  the  building  down  the  street,  and  waa 
seen  no  more. 

The   teacher  went   to   her  duties   with   h   troubled 
heart.       All   day    long  the  child''   pitiful  face  haunt«^d 
her.     She  could  not  nd  herself  of  the  mem(»ry  of  it 
After  a  little  trouble  she   found  the   place   where   he 
lived,  and  then  two  kind  ladies  went  to  visit  him. 

It  w'l!  !i  dilapidiited  house  When  they  first  en- 
tered l!u  f"o\ild  scarcely  discern  objects,  the  room 
wa.  •'^  )i!v:  •  ith  the  steam  of  the  soapsuds.  There 
Wt  .>  tv.-:  V,  :  ■•AS,  but  a  tall  brick  building  wljai-i^st 
I'v.jt   .ji'.il   ■,  he 

of  B\»i\sbiii'> 

A  w  .  -vv  ;  ii/X5d  before  a  wash-tub.  When  they  en- 
tered, she  wiped  her  hands  on  her  apron,  and  came 
forward  to  meet  them. 

Once  she  had  been  pretty,  but  the  color  had  gone 
out  of  her  face,  leaving  only  sharpened  outlines  and 
haggardness  of  expression. 

She  asked  them  to  sit  down;  then,  taking  a  chair 
herself,  she  eaid,  "Sissy,  give  me  the  baby." 

A  little  girl  came  forward  from  a  dark  comer,  car- 
rying a  baby  that  she  laid  in  its  mother's  lap,  a  lean 


i  ;,  it.     It  was  a  gloomy  day,  too,  with 
ouds  that  forbade  even  the  memory 
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I.di'e7°"  '""'^  ''°"''''  '~''  »"°''«'"  -«  "■">  ol  the 

"No   ma'am,  she  ain't  very  well.    I  have  to  work 
hard,  and  I  expect  it  affects  h»r  " 

viriZ*""  "  '""^  '""°  ''''"""■'''■  '"'^'l  «"^  o'  the 

moZ°  ''   "■'"   '■"  ''^    '-"<il-bed,"    replied    the 
"Is  he  sick?" 

Led  cheeks  "'  •*"'  ™'  ''°'"'  ''"  '"-  »"" 

"What  is  the  matter  with  him'" 
f^T^A  "'""'*»'  "<"'  "fong.  and  hes  had  to  work 
tubs   and  things  hke  that.     Of  l.te  he  has  been  crazy 

Zll   7r  .■;*,'  ''  '"'  ™"'''  S"  »  "«'^  education 
K  d  be  able  to  take  care  of  Sis„y  and  babv  and  me 

So  I  fixed  np  h,s  clothes  as  well  as  I  could,  and  last 

I  stood  at  the  door  ^„d  watched  him  going      I  can 

tinned  the  tears  streaming  down  her  face,  "with  his 
patched-„p  clothes,  his  poor  little  anxious  look,  H, 
turned  around  to  me  as  he  left  the  yard,  and  said, 
Don  t  wornr,  mother;  I  don't  mind  what  the  boy 
Bay.  But  he  d.d  mind.  It  wasn't  an  hour  before  he 
wae  back  again.     I  believe  the  child's  he^rt  wis  ju.t 
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broke.  I  thought  mine  was  broke  years  ago.  If  it 
was,  it  was  broke  over  again  that  day.  I  can  stand 
most  anything  myself,  but,  oh !  I  can't  bear  to  see  my 
children  suffer."  Here  she  broke  down  in  a  fit  of  con- 
vulsive weeping.  The  Httle  girl  came  up  to  her  mother 
quietly,  and  stole  a  thin,  little  arm  around  her  mother's 
neck.  "Don't  cry,  mother,'  'she  whispered,  "don't 
cry." 

The  mother  made  an  effort  to  check  her  teare,  and 
she  wiped  her  eyes.  As  soon  as  she  could  speak  with 
any  degree  of  calmness,  she  continued  :— 

"Poor  little  Tommy  cried  all  day!  I  couldn't  com- 
fort him.  He  said  it  was  no  use  frying  to  do  anything. 
Folks  would  only  laugh  at  him  for  being  a  drunkard's 
little  boy.  I  tried  to  oomfori;  him  before  my  husband 
came  home.  I  told  him  his  father  would  be  mad  if 
he  saw  him  crying.  But  it  wasn't  any  use.  Seemed 
like  he  could  not  stop.  His  father  came  and  saw  him. 
He  wouldn't  have  done  it,  if  he  hadn't  been  drinking. 
He  ain't  a  bad  man  when  he  is  sober.  I  hate  to  tell 
it,  but  he  whipped  Tommy,  and  the  child  fell  and 
struck  his  head.  1  suppose  he'd  been  sick  anyway. 
But.  oh  !  my  poor  little  boy.  My  sick,  suffering  child  !" 
she  cried.  "How  can  they  let  men  sell  a  thing  that 
makes  the  innocent  suffer  so?" 

One  of  the  ladies  went  to  the  bed.  There  he  Tay, 
poor  little  defenceless  victim.  He  lived  in  a  ChriRtiari 
land,  in  a  country  that  takes  care  to  pass  laws  to 
protect  sheep,  and  diligently  legislates  over  its  game. 
Would  that  the  children  were  as  precious  as  brutes  and 
birds!  Would  that  the  law  was  more  jealous  of  ihe 
waifs'  rights! 
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His  face  was  flushed,  and  the  hollow  eyes  were 
bright.  There  was  a  long,  purple  mark  on  his  temple. 
He  put  up  one  little  wasted  hand  to  cover  it,  while  he 
said,  "Father  wouldn't  have  done  it,  if  he  hadn't  been 
drinking."  Then,  in  his  queer,  piping  voice,  weak 
with  eiekness,  he  half  whispered,  "I'm  glad  I  m  going 
to  die.  I'm  too  weak  ever  to  help  mother,  anyhow. 
Up  in  heaven  the  angels  ain't  going  to  call  n- .  a  drunk- 
ard's  child,  and  make  fun  of  my  clothes.  And;  may- 
be, if  I'm  right  up  there  where  God  ie,  I  can  keep  re- 
minding Him  of  rho:her,>  and  He  will  make  it  easier 
for  her." 

He  turned  his  head  feebly  on  his  pillow,  and  then 
said,  in  a  lower  tone.  "Some  day— they  ain't  going 
—to  let  saloons— keep  open.  But  I'm  afraid— poor 
father— will  be  dead— before  then."  Then  he  shut  his 
eyes  with  weariness. 

The  next  n^orning  the  sun  shone  in  on  the  dead 
face  of  little  Tonmy. — Sel. 
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LITTLE  CHARLIE'S  FAITH 

One  bright  summer  day  a  few  years  ago,  the  great 

love  and  mercy  of  God  was  8ho\^Ti  to  Brother  /, .  M , 

and  family,  of  Sweet's  Comers,  Ont.,  in  the  following 
manner: 

lidttle  Chariie,  a  child  of  four  yeare  of  age,  had 
been  playing  in  the  yard  unconscious  of  any  danger. 
His  mother,  who  was  in  the  house  occupied  with  home 
duties,  frequently  came  to  the  door  to  see  if  he  was 
all  rights  little  suspecting  the  trouble  that  awaited. 
Glancing  again  from  her  work,  she  was  surprised  and 
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alarmed  to  see  Charlie  coming  on  his  hands  and  kneee 
through  the  door  of  the  et-able  where  the  horses  were 
kept,  ^linking  that  he  had  been  hurt  by  them,  she 
ran  and  snatched  him  up  and  asked,  "What  has  hap- 
pened?" 

"I  fell  in  the  well,  mamma  '  he  said,  through  his 
set  teeth,  while  his  little  framr  shook  like  a  leaf  in 
the  wind. 

Mrs.  M says  :  "I  noon  pulled  off  his  wet  clothes 

and  rolled  him  in  woollen  blankets,  and  called  for  help. 
Before  the  doctor  arrived  he  wns  abK'  to  sit  up  and 
ta,lk  about  the  accident." 

Now  let  us  examine  the  well.  It  is  in  the  stable 
yard.  By  measuring,  we  find  that  it  is  sixteen  feet  to 
the  water,  and  holds  four  feet  of  water,  in  all,  twenty 
feet  deep.  The  Rides  are  lined  with  stone,  and  it  is 
some  four  or  five  feet  wide,  covered  by  a  plat'  •m.  In 
the  centre  of  this  platform  is  a  hole  fourt,een  uu:hes 
square,  from  which  the  pump  had  been  taken  for  re- 
pairs. Through  this  openiii.g  the  child  had  evidently 
fallen,  as  was  indicated  by  his  wet  clothes,  his  teeth 
set  by  the  chill,  and  the  bruise's  on  his  head  where  he 
had  struck  against  the  sides  of  the  well  in  his  perilous 
descent.  The  question  is  how  did  he  get  out?  There 
was  no  human  help  at  hand.  It  would  be  a  difficult 
task  for  a  man  to  climb  the  slippery  sides  of  the  well, 
and  get  out  through  such  an  opening.  But  God,  who  is 
ever  present,  for  some  wise  purpose,  spared  his  young 
life.  When  Charlie  was  asked  :  "What  did  you  think 
when  you  were  down  in  the  well?"  He  replied:  "I 
thought  I  was  going  to  die,  and  just  asked  the  Lord  to 
help  me  oi't  " — Written  !>prcially  jnr  thi?  xcork. 
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One  evening,  some  yeare  ago.  the  late  Rev.  F    H 
Bland    was  returning  to  his  home,  after  spending  the 
daj  m  visiting  his  flock.    On  coming  to  a  certain  house, 
Ood  said  to  him  :  "Go  into  that  house  and  pray. "    The 
hour  was  late,  and  he  tired  after  his  day's  labor    so 
leavmg  the  reins  slack,  he  allowed  the  horee  to  pursue 
Its  way.     Naturally   it  kept  going  toward  its  stable 
Soon  they  had  passe<l  the  gate  leading  to  the  house  in 
which   he  felt  directed   to  pray.     God  spoke   to  him 
again,  and  said:  "You  did  not  go  into  that  house  and 
pray.       He  reached  home,  unharnessed  the  horse    and 
retired.     Then  God  said  to  him:   "Here  you  are  in 
bed,  and  you  did  not  go  into  that  house  and  pray." 

Springing  up,,  he  said:   "Ix)rd,   I'll  go  yet."     He 
went  to  the  stable,  harnessed  his  horse,  and  soon  was 
speeding  towards  the  house  of  which  God  had  spoken. 
On  arrival,  he  at  once  went  to  the  door  and  knocked, 
but  there  was  no  response,;  again  he  knocked  louder 
than  before,  but  still  no  answer.     Trying  the  door  and 
finding  it  unlocked,  he  threw  it  open,  and  stepping  in, 
shouted  :  "Is  there  anyone  in  this  house?"    No  ansv^er 
Again  he  shouted:  "Is  there  anyone  in  this  house/  ' 
receiving  no  answer,   he  dropped  on  his    knees    and 
prayed  =  "O  God.  if  there  is  a  sinner  in  this  house,  save 
him,  take  away  his  sins,"  etc. 

After  praying  for  a  short  time  he  arose  and  left 
the  house,  drove  home  and  went  to  bed.  He  had  seen 
no  one,  nor  knew  why  he  had  been  required  to  go,  but 
felt  that  he  had  done  his  duty. 

Three  years  had  passed  since   that  night,  yet  no 
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explanation  had  been  given,  until  one  evening  a 
stranger  came  to  hia  home  and  addreesed  him  as  fol- 
lows:  "Are  ^ou  the  Rev.  F.  H.  Bland?" 

Being  answered  in  the  affirmative,  ho  continued  : 
"Do  you  remember  three  yeare  ago  of  coming  to  a  cer- 
tain house  one  dark  night  and  praying,  and  seeing  no 
one?"     "Yes,  quite  well,"  answered  Mr.  Bland. 

"That  night,"  said  the  stranger,  "I  stood  about 
three  wards  from  where  you  knelt  in  prayer.  I  had  a 
loaded  gun  in  my  hands  intending  to  shoot  the  man 
of  the  house  when  he  came  in.  That  prayer  saved 
me  from  being  a  murderer,  and  now'm  a  saved  man." 
— As  related  by  Bishop  Horner. 
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THE  COLLIER'S  SON 

A  Christian  collier  was  in  the  habit  of  carrying  with 
him  to  the  pit  a  small  pocket  Bible,  and  in  this  he  was 
imitated  by  his  son,  a  Sunday-school  scholar.  They 
worked  together  in  a  newly  opened  section  of  the  mine. 
On  one  occasion,  as  the  father  stepped  aside  to  procure 
a  tool  he  required,  the  whole  arch  of  rock  above  them 
fell  between  him  and  his  child.  He  ran  back  and  called 
loudly  to  his  son,  who  at  length  responded  from  under- 
neath the  dense  mass  of  rock  and  coal. 

"My  son,"  cried  the  father,  "are  you  living?" 
"Yes,  father,  but  my  legs  are  under  a  rock." 
"Have  you  the  lamp,  my  child?"     "Yes,  it  is  still 
burning,  father." 

"What  will  you  do,  my  dear,  dear  boy?" 
"I  am  reading  my  Bible,  my  father,  and  the  Lord 
strengthens  me  !" 
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These  were  the  laet  words  of  the  dear  little  man; 
he  was  soon  suffocated  by  the  mass  of  rubbish. — Sel. 

THE  MARKED  TEXT 

"Isabel,  this  is  the  key  to  your  mother's  ward- 
robe," said  a  father  to  his  motherless  daughter  and 
only  child,  on  her  eighteenth  birthday.  "Take  it,  and, 
at  your  leisure,  look  over  your  sainted  mother's  things. 
You  are  at  an  age  now  to  value  them." 

With  these  words  the  father,  a  great  scholar  and 
"bookworm,"  left  the  room. 

Isabel  was  soon  busy  looking  over  her  young 
mother's  possessions.  She  could  just  remember  being 
taken  as  a  tiny  child  to  kiss  a  sweet,  pale  lady  in  bed, 
and  next  day  being  told  that  her  mother  was  in  heaven, 
and,  as  she  looked  on  the  long-unused  things,  she 
yearned  to  have  that  fair  mother  by  her  side,  for  she 
was  often  lonely  and  cheerless. 

Suddenly  Isabel  came  upon  a  well-worn  book,  bound 
in  red  morocco,  with  a  silver  clasp.  It  opened  at  once 
about  the  middle,  the  place  being  marked  by  a  bunch 
of  dry  colorless  flowers.  She  saw  at  once  that  it  was  a 
Bible,  that  it  opened  at  a  place  where  was  a  verse 
strongly  marke4  in  red  ink.  That  verse  was,  "As  one 
whom  His  mother  comforteth,  so  will  I  comfort  you, 
and  ye  shall  be  comforted;"  and  by  the  side  was  writ- 
ten, "My  little  motherless  Isabel." 

"It  is  almost  like  my  mother  speaking  to  me  from 
the  dead,"  Isabel  ssud,  solemnly;  "she  must  have 
known  I  should  find  this  some  day;"  and  eagerly  she 
kisbed  the  page  again  and  again. 
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The  young  mother  had  known  that  eometime  her 
daughter  would  probably  find  those  words,  watered  by 
her  dying  prayers.  And  richly  God  answered  those 
prayers ;  for  that  well-worn  Bible  soon  became  her 
child's  greatest  treasure,  and  from  it  she  learnt  the 
plan  of  salvation,  and  from  it  she  drew  heavenly  com- 
fort and  joy  that  lighted  up  and  brightened  her  soli- 
tary life.  So  true  is  it  that,  "The  grass  withereth, 
the  flower  fadeth ;  but  the  Word  of  our  God  shall  stand 
forever."     (Isa.  40:8.)— Sel. 
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A  NORTHERN  BOY  IN  CALIFORNIA 

"What  do  you  want  here,  boy?"  asked  the  keeper 
of  a  disreputable  saloon  in  San  Francisco,  to  a  bright- 
faced  lad,  with  a  bundle  suspended  upon  a  stick  that 
was  thrown  across  his  sturdy  young  shoulders. 

"Why  do  you  come  in  here  and  stare  about  with- 
out asking  for  anything  to  drink?" 

"I  am  not  thirsty,  sir.  I  came  in  to  see  if,  per- 
chance, my  father  might  be  here." 

"He  is  not  thirsty!"  laughed  one  of  the  men.  "As 
if  people  drank  brandy  only  when  they  were  thirsty. 
Ha!  ha!" 

"Who  is  your  father,  boy?" 

"John  Hopper,  if  you  please,  sir." 

"Why  did  you  think  he  was  here?" 

"Because  he  must  be  somewhere  in  California,  sir; 
and  I  am  looking  everywhere  for  him.  And,"  said  the 
child,  hesitatingly,  "father  never  was  a  temperance 
man,  even  at  home,  so  I  thought  I  might  find  him  in 
a  saloon." 
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"Where  is  your  home,  boy?" 

"In  Massachueette,  if  you  please,  sir,  and  mother 
m  dead  now,  and  I  have  no  home,  and  no  one  left  in 
the  world  but  father,  and  mother  said,  almost  the  last 
thmg,  that  I  had  better  come  to  California  and  find 
father,  and  try  to  help  him  to  be  a  good  man,  so  that 
we  all  may  meet  in  heaven— we  have  not  been  together 
much  here  on  earth.  Father  went  away,  you  see. 
when  I  was  only  two  years  oM." 

"How  are  you  going  to  know  him?"  asked  a  queer- 
looking,  weazened  little  man,  sitting  at  the  table,  with 
a  glass  in  his  hand. 

"I  don't  know,  sir;  only  my  mother  described 
him  to  me  so  often,  and  we  have  a  picture  of  him,, 
and  I  am  praying  so  hard  that  I  may  find  him,  that 
I  am  sure  I  cannot  make  a  mistake." 

"Do  you  look  like  your  father,  child?"  asked  a 
man  in  a  black  suit,  who  sat  upon  a  three-legged  stool, 
leaning  hie  elbows  upon  the  table. 

"No,  sir.     I  am  the  picture  of  my  mother " 

"So  you  are  my  man,  so  you  are !"  interrupted  the 
man,  springing  to  his  feet.  "Don't  you  see  that  I  am 
your  father!  I  know  that  you  are  my  little  Harry 
Steadman  Hopper,  and  I  have  your  picture  and  your 
mother's  picture  in  my  pocket."  And  the  man  pro- 
duced them  to  prove  his  identity  to  his  companions, 
who  were  all  upon  their  feet  protesting  that  the  lad 
was  honest,  and  that  he  should  not  be  fooled  by  any- 
bo<ly. 

"He  is  not  fooling,"  said  the  boy;  "he  must  be  my 
father;  there  can  be  no  doubt  about  it,  and  I  am  thank- 
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ful."    And,  dropping  on  his  knees,  he  uttered  a  sobbing 
prayer  of  thanksgiving. 

The  men  were  all  deeply  touched,  as  they  gravely 
shook  hands  with  the  father  and  son. 

"It's  a  rich  man  that  you  are  now,"  said  the  weak- 
ened Irishman. 

"And  the  lad  will  help  you  to  be  a  Christian,"  said 
the  ranchman,  removing  his  broad-brimmed  hat.  "My 
mother  wos  a  Christian,  but  there  has  never  been  a 
chance  for  me." 

"There  is  a  chance  for  every  one  of  you,"  said  the 
boy,  eagerly.  "I  know,  because  you  all  have  so  much 
kindness  stowed  away  in  your  hearts,  and  wore  so 
quick  to  protect  me  when  you  thought  I  needed  friends. 
If  you  let  that  kindness  show  toward  every  one,  for 
Jesus'  sake,  you  will  be  Christians,  all  of  you.  Don't 
you  see  how  easy  it  is?" 

"I've  heard  heaps  of  sermons,  but  this  is  the  best 
one  I  ever  listened  to.  I  am  going  to  try  to  live  up 
to  it,"  said  the  ranchman. 

"And  so  am  I !"     And  I !"  echoed  all  the  men. 

"And  Harry  slmll  read  the  Bible  for  us,  and  pray 
for  us,  and  toac  n  us  '  h'd  his  father.  So  that  was  the 
way  that  oiu  n.-c'nl,  siv  cessful  missionary  began  hi.s 
life  work. — Mm.  A.  I'rcston. 


"Delight  thys» 'I  ait-o  i'  i';e  Lord;  and  He  shall 
give  thee  the  desire«  of  th=ue  ii.-art  Commit  thy  way 
unto  the  Lord;  trust  pIsc  in  Him;  aisd  He  shall  bring 
it  to  pass.  And  he  .sliall  br'uj;  forth  thy  rip;hteou8nes8 
as  the  light,  and  they  judgn'ent  as  the  noonday." 
Psalm  37  :  5-7. 
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DYING  EXPERIENCE  OF  A  WEALTHY  MAN 

He  had  spent  his  life  amaesing  a  fortune  of  $75,000 
but  had  never  given  any  sp. ,  ial  attention  to  his  houI'i; 
SHlvation. 

When  he  came  to  die,  his  wealth  was  no  satisfaction 
to  him.  but.  on  the  contrary,  it  cost  him  great  arguish 
to  fully  rea  ize  that  he  had  spent  hi«  life  in  amassing 
wealth,  to  the  neglect  of  hie  soul. 

In  this  dying  condition  he  called  in  his  brother-in- 
law  to  pray  for  him,  who  said  he  called  so  loudly  for 
mercy  that  he  could  ecarcj^ly  hear  himself  pray,  or  fix 
h.s  thoughts  on  anthing.  After  the  prayer  was  over, 
he  took  his  hand  in  his.  and  said,  ns  he  shook  it 
Good-bye.  John.  Pray  for  me.  I  shall  never  see  your 
face  again. ' '    And  he  never  did 

After  he  had  gone  away,  a  neighbor  came  in  and 
saw  ihe  condition  he  w«  in.  and  said  something  must 
be  done.  "I  would  suj^^gest  that  we  do  something  to 
quiet  his  mind  and  fears."  and  so  he  recommended  a 
game  of  cards.  He  replied,  "Cards,  for  a  dying  man ! 
How  contemptible,  poing  into  etomity !  These  are 
not  what  I  want.     I  want  mercy  !" 

A  little  later  his  son  -ame  into  the  room  and  said. 
Father,  what  arrangements,  if  anv.  do  you  wish  to 
make  in  regard  to  the  property?"  Ho  said.  "I  have 
given  all  my  life  to  gain  property;  I  cannot  take  a 
dollar  with  me.  The  law  and  the  familv  will  have  to 
take  care  of  that:  I  want  to  take  care  of  my  soul. 
Property  avails  nothing;  I  want  mercy  I" 

And  so  he  died,  calling  upon  God  for  mercv;  but 
he  left  no  evidence  that  he  found  it.     An  illustration 
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of  giving  a  life  for  tho  gain  of  property,  to  the  Iosb  of 
the  Roul. — Sel. 

A  SALOON  INCIDENT 

There  was  the  sound  of  the  chink,  chink  of  gliwweu, 
ribald  laughter  and  cursing,  while  the  atmosphere  wae 
thick  with  the  fumes  of  tobacco  and  alcohol.  Tlw 
^  our  wart  near  midnight,  and  the  eyes  of  the  men, 
Bitting  around  the  little  tables  drinking  and  playing 
cards,  were  heavy  and  bloodshot.  The  roiuul,  red  face 
of  the  bartender  wae  flushed  with  beer  and  exertion ; 
for  his  patrons  were  drinking  heavily  and  often.  Pre- 
sently there  was  a  lull  in  the  business,  and  the  bar- 
keeper improved  the  opportunity  by  leaiiingfor\v.ird  and 
resting  both  elbows  upon  the  counter  in  front  of  him. 

For  some  time  a  ehabbily-dressed  old  man,  stand- 
ing near  the  door  and  leaning  against  the  8oile<l  wall 
of  the  room,  hail  been  watching  the  <lealing  out  of 
the  liquor  with  feverish,  bloodsliot  eyes.  His  face 
was  pale  and  thin  almost  to  emaciation,  and  hie  grey 
hair  and  bt-ard  wore  long  and  unkempt.  The  thread- 
bare black  coat,  which  clung  loosely  about  his  atten- 
uated frame,  was  buttoned  up  tightly  around  his 
throat  and  down  his  breast.  As  he  stood  there,  his 
long,  thin  hands  would  clasp  and  unclasp  themselves 
nervously,  while  every  now  and  then  a  tremor  would 
pass  over  his  frame.  When  the  barkeeper  leaned  his 
fat  arms  upon  the  counter,  the  old  man  gave  a  quick, 
nervous  glance  around  the  room,  and  walking  up  to 
him  asked,  in  a  husky  voice,  for  a  glass  of  whiskey. 

The  bartender  'ooked  at  him  contemptuously  for  a 
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moment,   and   then  inquired:      "Have    vou 
chink?"  '°" 


got    the 
I'm  no 


"Certainly,  certainly;  of  course  I  have 
deadbeat,"  replied  the  old  man. 

The  saloonkeeper  handed  him  a  gla«H  of  the  fiery 
beverage,  and  he  drank  it  down  at  a  swallow  ^ 

he  f'  ^V.Vr!""  ""^^''^  ^^^  '^^^'^  "P«"  the  counter, 
he  turned  to  the  man  behind  the  bar  and  said  :    "Say 

hie  r.  \  :  T"'  '  ^^^^^  ^^^^"-'  ^  beautiful 
home,  and  a  loved  w.fe  and  child  into  your  till,  and  you 

have  poured  rumation  down  my  throat;  so  I  guess  vou 
can  stand  this  one  drink,  for  I  have  not  a  cent  ft'^^ 
the  world,"  and  he  turned  to  go. 

"Not  so  fast."  cried  the  enraged  saloonkeeper,  ae 
he  sprang  over  the  bar  and  seized  him  by  the  collar, 
lou  drunken  old  brute,  pay  for  that  glass  of  whiskey, 
or  1  11  kick  your  old  carcass  into  the  gutter. " 

The  old  man's  voice  trembled  as  he  repHed  :  "Don't 
don  t,  old  friend.    For  you  I  have  lost  a  fortune,  home' 
wife   and   baby;  surely  you   will  not  begrudge   me   a 
«.ngle  glass  of  whiskey?    1  had  to  have  it  or  I  would 
nave  died. 

"Out  with  you.  you  snivelling  old  hypocrite."  yelled 
the  saloonkeeper,  with  an  oath,  emphasizing  hie  com- 
mand with  a  brutal  kick  and  a  violent  jerk  on  the  coat 
collar. 

The  collar  gave  way.  and  the  greedy  eyes  saw  a 
thin  gold  Cham  to  which  was  fastened  a  small  gold 
Jocket,  hanging  around  the  bare,  wrinkled  neck. 

"Ha.  ha  I  you  old  miser."  laughed  the  brute,  ae  he 
tore  the  chain  violently  from  off  the  old  man's  neck. 
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"I'll    keep    this    little    trinket    till  you    pay    for    tlie 
whiskey." 

For  a  moineiit  the  old  man  tittKxl  as  it  dnzed,  and 
then,  clutching  wildly  with  both  hands  at  his  throat 
in  a  vain  search  for  the  locket,  cried  out:  "For  Clod's 
Bake  give  me  back  my  locket!  Give  me  back  my  locket. 
Don't  open  it,"  as  the  saloonkeeper  began  to  open  the 
locket.  "Give  it  to  me!  For  the  love  of  heaven,  give 
it  to  me." 

"You  blubbering  old  idiot,"  laughed  the  saloon- 
keeper, "who'd  have  thought  you'd  have  a  sweetheart 
at  your  time  of  life?  Come,  boys,  let  us  see  what  kind 
of  a  looking  gal  she  is." 

Then  the  lookers-on  saw  a  strange  sight.  The 
grey-headed  old  man  flung  himself  on  his  knees  before 
the  brutal  saloonkeeper,  and  while  the  tear«  ran  down 
his  hollow  cheeks,  begged  and  implored  him  to  give  him 
back  the  locket. 

But  the  saloonkeeper  only  laughed  and  said  :  "Must 
be  a  pretty  girl  to  make  all  that  fuss  over.  I  wouldn't 
miss  seeing  her  picture  now  to  save  my  soul  from  pur- 
gatory." As  he  said  this  he  opened  the  locket.  A  long 
curl  of  beautiful  golden  hair  fell  out,  and,  catching 
on  his  fingers,  twined  itself  around  them  like  a  thing 
of  life.  "Take  it  away,"  he  yelled,  as  he  hurled  the 
locket,  hair  and  all,  upon  the  floor,  and  began  to  stamp 
upon  them. 

Like  a  tigress  fighting  for  her  young,  the  old  man 
sprang  to  the  rescue  of  the  golden  curl.  A  .short,  but 
terrible  struggle  ensued,  and  then  there  was  a  gleam 
of  glittering  steel,  a  thud,  and  tlie  grey  head  fell  baek- 
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ward  to  tlio  flcK^r,  wl.ile  the  red  blood  spurted  up  in  the 
face  of  the  murderer. 

Strong,'  harms  seized  the  saloonkeeper;  but  the  old 
man  was  beyond  help. 

"Oh,  my  darling,  my  darling!"  he  mummred    as 
his  hf,.-blo<.d  ebbed  away,  "who  would  have  thought 
when  you  put  your  soft,  white  arms  around  my  neck 
to  clasp  that  locket,  kissing  me  as  you  did  so,    and 
raying  m  your  sweet  baby  voice:  'Papa.  I  love  'oo    I 
love  'oo  HO.     Won't  'oo  tiss  me  'cause  I  givee  'oo  such 
a  swoet  birfday's  present  ?'-who  would  have  thought 
that  I  s'nould  die  a    drunkard's  death,    stabbed    in  a 
drunken  quarrel  over  a  lock  of  my  dead  baby's  golden 
hair?    Forgive  me!    Oh,  forgive  me  !  my  murdered  wife 
and  child!"    And  then,  raising  himself  on  one  elbow 
he  almost  shrieked,  while  his  face  took  on  a  look  of 
more  than  mortal  anguish  :    "May  God  curee  and  blast 
wh-skey  and  all  who  deal  in  it,  as  whiskey  has  cursed 
and  blasted  me  and  mine  !"_and  he  fell  back  a  corpse. 

BHANDIED  PIES— A  TRUE  STORY 

A  lady  writing  to  the  Episcopal  Recorder,  vouches 
for  the  truth  of  the  following  story : 

"One  cold  winter's  night  a  reformed  man,  with  his 
wife  ,and  daughter,  who  lived  in  the  country,  visited 
some  friends  at  a  distance.  After  spending  a  pleasant 
ovening  they  arose  to  leave,  when  they  were  urged  to 
take  some  freshly  baked  mince-pie.  After  some  hesi- 
tation they  consented.  When  they  were  seat<>d  in  the 
sleigh,  the  man  turned  to  his  wife  and  said.  'Wife.  I 
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am  lost;  that  piece  of  pie  has  aroused  the  demon  of 
drink  in  me.'  He  stopped  his  horses  at  the  first  tavern, 
and  insi*;ted  on  getting  out  for  a  drink.  Of  course  the 
wife  and  daugliter  were  helpless ;  the  second  and  third 
taverns  were  reached,  and  again  the  temptation  was 
;yileded  to.  Remonstrance  was  in  vain.  They  reached 
home,  and  instead  of  putting  away  the  horses  he  drove 
to  the  nearest  tavern,  and  spent  the  rest  of  the  night 
iu  a  drunken  debauch.  The  next  morning  he  wa.s  found 
dead  by  the  roadside.  His  poor  suffering  wife  died  of 
a  broken  heart,  and  his  daught<-r  ended  her  days  in  an 
insane  asylum.  One  piece  of  brandied  mince-pie  and 
this  the  result — for  the.se  are  facts. 

"Another  case  was  that  of  a  yoimg  girl  who  had 
contracted  the  habit  of  drinking,  but  had  reformed. 
She  was  to  be  married  at  a  certain  time  if  she  would 
keep  her  pledge.  Her  mistress  insisted  upon  her  put- 
ting brandy  in  the  mince-meat.  She  did  so.  In  a  short 
time  she  disappeared,  and  some  time  afterward  it  was 
ascertained  that  she  had  become  dnmk,  and  in  utter 
de.spair  of  ever  being  able  to  stcnd,  had  drowned  her- 
self."—Sd. 

MY  SUND.W  SCHOOL  SCHOLAR 

Goin"  once  to  the  Sunday-school,  I  saw  near  the 
door  a  .le  girl,  al)out  thirtef'n  years  of  age.  who 
leaned  her  pale  face  upon  the  balustrade.  Never  before 
had  I  seen  such  a  weak  and  miserable -looking  creature. 
I  asked  her  if  she  would  like  to  go  in  and  hear  the 
children  sing.  Tossing  back  her  dirty  hair,  bleached 
by  the  snn,  and  looking  at  me  shtM?pi.shly,  she  followed 
me  in  without  speaking. 
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Next  Sunday  she  returr,i.rl       i        i  ■     ,    . 
«bie  of  .he   P^-digal  So„      The  1:7^^,     C  T 
me  anxiously   anrl  i;«f..      i     i         *^  "'*  looked  afc 

bj-  little  .hJ  dl  n    ;i  »'™-' breathlessly.     Little 

c'oat  held  it  in  her  thin  .      Ti  T^  '"""«  '«"''  •"  ■"-' 

tbo'  I  n.i«bt  i™:e''h  c^r  r;Shrd'""v^"'"' 

the  love  of  God  toward  k„™      Th,     h'u'      "^  "' 
out,  but  ehe  remained     Wh„      ,'     ^"""^hMdren  went 

to  her  of  Jesur:  ftol     he    HrL"d"     '"■  '  ""'"' 
'or  our  sins      After  tT  u        l  ''  '""'"  ''™<'ified 

prayer,  I  slid  :  "*'""*'  *"■■■  '°  '•^P*"t  »  »h„rt, 

G-dZprrd™""  ""'"  '"""»■'■    '"  ''™-    "bout    the 

'or  h'e'  dTul'ttnTr r^J't^^t,':"'"  ;"'  ''^'"  "- 
will  come,.,  .he  added  bright  td" -I h"!"  """'  ' 
tion.     She  camp  nn^  i    .  "^'  *"  (ietenrima- 

tion  to  th  .  Zv  of  •■  ;    71  T'"-  ''"  «^^'"™'  »tten- 

fillod  with  t  7„;',e  ?'    I     ;?■"   ""  ^•^'-  »-'> 

Shephe,,]    had  com      ,     ""  ,°       ''"''  •'«""•■  "'"  ^-^od 

eave'po„r.o.t    inZ.    :rthaT™- 'rr™  '"  '"''  »"* 
Him,  erowned  Him  with    h     ""''''''  "'"  '"«'  '''■'"™ 

the   eross   bette^rt"  th    ri:"'  '1,^'''  f ""  ^ 

^^^rt;:/o:lxr'^d--"'""-^^^^^^^^^^^ 
Nen  snnda;  st  t' r::t:'iirr':h;:'r,f  "'■ 
r4r:aSt;:iirh^r';;:r---"~": 

rag.  served  as  „  bed  for  the™  T  """""'"■■"•  '^•'' 
largest  pieces  lav  my  1  ,(«,,  '^■"l'  "  ?''«  <"  "^e 
and  feeble  that  \  hard  "L  '1;  ^°  ^""f 
aaw  me,  she  cried  out  anxiousiy  ''  ""^  '"^^ 
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"Oh,  come,  come  hero  and  f.poak  to  mo  of  Him." 
"Spoak  of  whom".'"  I  asked. 

"You  know  well!  Speak  to  me  of  Him— of  tho 
good  One  you  call  Jesus.  She  lintoned  with  the  great- 
est attention  whilst  I  once  more  told  of  the  eruci- 
fixion  of  Jesus.  "He  took  all  our  sins  upon  His  in- 
nocent head."  I  continued.  "He  paid  our  debt;  be- 
lieve this  and  you  will  go  to  that  beautiful  heaven 
where  He  has  prepared  a  place  for  you." 

She  drank  with  avidity  at  the  fountain  of  living 
waters  for  which  her  soul  thirsted;  she,  who  three 
weeks  before  knew  nothing  of  the  treasures  hidden  in 
the  sacrifice  of  the  Saviour.  Her  once  stupid  features 
ehone  with  intelligence,  but  she  seemed  indifferent  to 
all  that  pa.ssed  around  her.  Next  day  I  was  astonished 
at  the  progress  of  the  dise-ase.  I  repeated,  in  a  low 
voice,  the  parable  of  the  Prodigal  Son,  which  had  so 
profoundly  impressed  her  from  the  time  we  first  met. 
She  turned  toward  me,  and  her  face  revealed  the 
greatest  interest.  When  I  came  to  the  beautiful  pas- 
sage, "But  when  he  was  yet  a  long  way  off,  his  father 
Raw  him,"  she  exclaimed  in  moving  accents: 

"As!  just  as  I  was.  Repeat  it!  That  is  good! 
Being  'yet  a  long  way  off!'  Oh  !  so  far  of?— far  of!— far 
of?  with  the  devil;  far  off  from  God  and  the  Lamb." 

After  «  moment's  silence,  during  which  I  moistened 
her  blanched,  parched  lips,  she  continued  : 

"Yes,  far  off— far  off;  but  the  Father  saw  him  be- 
fore he  saw  the  Father.  But— why  did  he  not  clothe 
himself  a  little  better  before  he  returned  home?  I 
know,  I  forgot,"  she  answered,  excitedly,  but  in  pro- 
found saduesB :  "you  told  me  that  wj  could  not  cleanse 
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our  hearts;  yet  I  wished  for  power  to  do  so;  I  wanted 
to  show  Jesus  that  I  wished  to  be  good." 

"But  Hi«  blood  cleanses  us  from  all  sin."  I  answer- 
ed.       Do  you  not  believe  that  Jesus  died  for  you  ">    If 
you  believe  this  your  sins  are  blotted  out  of  Hie  book 
even  though  th.y  ere  like  scarlet,  they  shall  be  whiter 
than  snow. 

"Oh  !  how  good  Jesua  is.  How  good  He  is  I  But  " 
said  the  child,  trembling,  and  covering  her  face  with 
her  hands,  while  the  tears  ran  down,  and  sobs  shook 
ner  poor  weak  body : 

"I  fear  that  I  h^ve  been  worse  than  this  bad  son  " 
she  answered,  at  last.    "I  have  told  lies,  and  you  know 
that  no  liar  will  enter  the  kingdom  of  heaven.     I  have 
spoken   evil    words-horrible   words-worse   than   you 
ever  heard :  and  God  has  said  that  we  should  not  take 
His  name  in  vain;  besides  this,  I  had  a  book  full  of 
wicked  songs,  and  I  sang  them.     I  have  stolen,  too, 
when  I  went  home  from    Sunday-school,"    she  con- 
tinued.    "I  thought  of  these  things,  and  was  afraid  of 
Cxod.     But  I  remembered  the  poor  thief,  who  died  by 
the  side  of  Jesus.     Then,  when  all  were  asleep,  I  got 
up  quietly  and  went  to  that  comer  near  the  fire  and 
tore  up  my  song-book  in  a  thousand  pieces :  the  red 
cover  that  I  thought  so  pretty  I  tore  up  also.     I  de- 
stroyed all— burned  all  to  ashes.    Then  I  said,  'Blessed 
Jesus  I    I  want  to  love  Thee ;  I  want  to  refuse  all  evil ; 
help  me ;  take  away  my  evil  thoughte ;  do  it  blessed 
Jesus.'    I  believe  that  He  has  done  it,  I  know  that  He 
has  heard  me."  she  added  with  animated  accents,  "for 
I  felt  that  I  have  been  changed  since  that  time.  '  No 


LIFE'S  PATHWAY 


Idi 


I  am  not  afraid— no,  not  afraid.     1  love  Him— how  I 
love  Him." 

She  spoke  of  many  other  things  which  1  ^-unnot  now 
recount.  She  grew  in  grace.  God  was  fast  ripening 
her  for  heaven.  When  I  asked  her  if  she  understood 
me.  she  answered,  "Ye«.  jcf.  go  on;  we  have  only  a 
little  time."  When  I  returned  she  was  in  a  etupor— 
her  breathing  so  labored  that  it  wa«  difficult  to  under- 
stand what  she  said.  1  spoke  to  her  of  the  sufferings 
of  the  Saviour,  of  His  thirst  upon  the  cross.  Of  His 
being  forsaken  of  God,  when  He  suffered  in  our  place, 
then  adding:  "And  all  this  Jesus  sijffered  for  you." 
Her  look  toward  heaven  expressed  profound  gratitude ; 
and  never  shall  I  forget  the  joy  with  which  she  said, 
though  her  voice  was  scarcely  intelligible,  "Thanks  to 
Thee,  blessed  Jesus." 

Aft^r  some  moments  of  silence  she  fixed  her  eyes 
upon  me.    "Do  you  wish  me  to  thank  God?"  I  asked. 

"Oh!  yes,  yes,  that  is  it,"  she  answered. 

Night  came  on,  death  rapidly  drew  near,  but  the 
pallid  figure  of  the  child  shono  in  the  dark  valley.  Her 
feet  and  hands  were  cold.    It  was  a  s-  !emn  hour. 

For  a  moment  all  was  quiet;  the  difficult  breathing 
almost  ceased,  when,  with  sudden  energy,  and  a 
strength  which  I  had  never  believed  she  had,  she  rose 
up,  and  fastening  a  loving  gaze  upon  me,  she  exclaimed 
in  a  clear  voice.  "Call  them,  make  them  come  in,^  and 
speak  to  them  of  Jesus— speak  to  them  of  Jesus." 

Again  there  was  a  moment  of  silence ;  she  panted 
for  breath  ;  a  alight  spasm  agitated  her  features. 
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Sh-  :aid  hold  „f  thi«  «„M  with  „  cry  of  joy   such 

The  rest  o(  th.  song  she  «ang  with  the  redeemed  i„ 
the  Hesvenlj.  Father  s  nmmion._S,(. 

ANSWERED  PRAY.'-R 

In  the  winter  of  inoo  a  i  mily  livins  in  Mi,«,uri 
«ere  brought  into  strauened  cireumMancea.     Torrd 
«pmg  the  supply  of  provision,    for    the    homelnH 
odder  for  the  ani™aK  began  to  fail :  Z]y  ^^Ll' 
the  supply  grew  shorter  and  shorter  untifthe  hay  Ind 
gram    were   all   g.,ne,    and    the    pantry,  shelve    we"o 
empty,  so  that  all  alike  were  without  ti.    t".  snow 
had  so  bloekaded  the  roads  that  it  seemed  krl^Z 
for  any  one  to  get  through.    What  was  to  be  doT- 
They  had  determined  neyer  to  go  in  debt,  and  now 

cra>mgs  of  hunger.     It  eeemed  that  they  had  done 
"-rythmg,  and  yet  there  was  one  thing  more-  these 
peope  lovea  and  feared  God.     Why  not' ask  Him  fo 
help.'    So  down  on  their  knees  went  the  whole  family 

^  send  them  help.     Surely  God  would  answer  prayer 

buTstiir^'  Tr  ''"™"'  "'^"'"S  "-  -■"in/o". 
but  still  no  rehef  came.     The  ponies  whined,  the  eowB 

lowed,  as  ,f  to  say,  ••Give  me  hay,  give  me  hay."  IZ 
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fathpr  and  mother  of  the  liomo  hnd  not  tasted  food  all 
that  day,  but  their  faith  claimed  tht>  promise,  "I  will 
never  leuve  thee  nor  forsake  thee."  Amid  it  all.  tho 
mother  c'oi;Id  rejoice  in  the  fuhiew*  of  the  ble«sinj,',  he- 
lievins  Ood  would  eend  h  Ip  The  father  was  not  sc 
confident,  a«  the  darkness  came  on  and  still  no  answer 
How  often  our  faith  wavers  just  when  it  should  be 
strong;  when  perhaps  a  few  momerjts  more  would 
Beeure  the  victory !  Just  as  ho  expressed  his  feelin)^, 
the  children,  who  had  been  l(X)king  out  of  the  window, 
shouted,  "Oh,  papa,  there  comes  our  load  of  hay."  A 
moment  more  the  door  opens  and  there  stands  a  good 
brother,  loaded  down  with  provisions  for  all. 

They  then  went  down  on  their  knees  and  thanked 
God  for  His  kindnes.s.  The  faith  of  that  mother 
brought  the  answer.  No  wonder  she  exclaimed,  "I 
knew  it  would  come,  for,  if  it  were  impossible  to  get 
through  the  snow,  I  believe  God  would  have  sent  it 
from  h'^aven."— Taken  from  The  ^fisHionary  World  and 
abridged. 

A  BEAUTIFUL  INCIDENT 

Years  ago,  two  American  men  were  voyaging  across 
the  Atlantic  Ocean.  On  a  certain  Sabbath  evening 
many  of  the  passengers  on  the  vessels  met  in  the  cabin 
to  sing  hymns.  The  last  they  sang  was  that  beautifui 
hymn  of  Mr.  Wesley 'b.  which,  like  himself,  will  for- 
ever live,  though  his  body  lies  dead  in  the  tomb — 
"Jesus  Lover  of  My  "oul."  As  they  sang  this  old 
familiar  song  of  Zion,  one  of  the  men,  hearing  a  rich, 
melodious  voice  behind  hin  ,  which  he  thought  he 
knew,  turned  round  to  see  its  owner,  but  did  not  recog- 
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nize  the  face.  However,  feeling  sure  that  ho  had  heard 
the  voice  before,  he  turned  and  aeked  the  singer  if  he 
had  not  been  in  the  Civil  War.  The  singer  replied  that 
he  had  been  a  Confederate  soldier.  "Wen-  you  at  such 
a  place  on  such  a  night?"  asked  the  first  man.  The 
other  replied  that  he  had  been  there  and  stated  that, 
on  that  very  night,  the  following  very  curious  incident 
occurred :  He  had  been  posted  on  sentry  daty  near 
the  edge  of  a  wood.  It  wah  a  dark,  cold  night,  and 
he  felt  considerably  alarmed,  as  the  enemy  was  eup- 
po8od  to  be  very  near.  About  midnight,  when  every- 
thing was  very  still,  he  was  feeling  homesick  and 
weary,  and  felt  strangely  drawn  to  pray  and  sing.  He 
said  he  remembered  singing  part  of  this  very  hymn, 
especially  the  verse, 

'All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  Btaye<l. 

All  my  help  from  Thp«  I  bring. 
Cover  my  defenceless  head, 
With  the  Rhadow  of  Thy  wing." 
"After  singing  this  verse,"  he  said,    "a    strange 
peace  came  down  upon  me,  and  through  the  long  night 
I  felt  no  more  fear. ' ' 

The  first  speaker  replied,  "I  was  a  Union  Jdier, 
and  was  in  the  wood  that  night  with  a  party  ot  scouts. 
1  saw  you  standing,  although  I  did  no^  see  your  face. 
My  men  had  their  rifles  focused  upon  you,  waiting  the 
word  of  fire,  but  when  you  sang  out, 

"Cover  my   defenceless  head. 
With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing," 
T  said,  'Boys,  lower  your  rifies,  we  will  go  home.'  " 

Thus  we  see  the  peculiar  providence  of  Qcd  over  one 
who  trusted  in  Him.     A  moment  later  and  he  would 
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havt>  been  shot,  but  in  that  moment  God  had  caum'd 
him  to  sing  nloud  the  beautiful  words, 

"Cover  my  dcu'nc«?l<>jw  h«vi(l,'   etc., 

iind  the  wddiers  could  not  firo.  Does  not  this  also  il- 
lustrate the  truth  that,  "tlu-  hearts  of  11  men  arc  in 
His  handH?"  for  'twiw  God  who  touched  thowc  Holdiers, 
and  caused  them  to  refrain  from  doing  what  they  fnlly 
purposed  to  ilo. 

"He  that  trusteth  in  the  lx)rd  shall  never  be 
confounded." 

Another  incident  in  •  ••is  line,  is  worthy  of  repeating  : 
A  boy  went  into  the  Au.orican  army  a  few  years  ago. 
He  was  a  Christian  lad.  When  he  retvirned  home  after 
the  war,  he,  said  to  hifi  mother:  "Mother,  I  8a\.  men 
shot  beside  me  :  I  steppe<l  in  their  place  and  another 
dropped  ahead  of  me,  and  so  on;  hut  I  never  received 
a  bullet  wound."  He  was  greatly  surprised,  and  ex- 
pected hi«  inother  would  be  also;  but  she  calmly  re- 
plied, "My  boy,  no  bullet  could  touch  you,  for  all  the 
time  you  were  away  yoiir  mother  had  her  finger  '  'aith 
on  that  promise,"  pointing  to  Psa.  01 :  7 — "  'A  oub- 
and  shall  fall  at  thy  side,  and  ten  thoiisand  at  thy 
right  hand;  but  it  shall  not  come  nigh  thee." — Sel. 


"Because  thou  hast  mad.^  the  Txjrd,  which  is  my 
refuge,  even  the  Most  High,  thy  habitation;  there  shall 
no  evil  befall  the",  neither  shall  any  plague  come  nigh 
thy  dwelling.  For  he  shall  give  hie  angels  charge  over 
thee,  to  keep  thee  in  all  thy  ways.  They  shall  bear 
thee  up  in  their  hands,  lest  thou  dash  thy  fool  sigainst 
a  stone."     Psalm  91:9-12. 
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TWO  DEATH-BEDS 

Whenever  I  speak  to  parente,  two  fathers  come  be- 
fore me.  One  Hved  on  the  Mississippi  River.  He  was 
a  man  of  great  wealth.  One  day  hie  eldest  eon  had 
been  borne  home  unconscious.  They  did  everything 
that  man  could  do  to  restore  him,  but  in  vain.  Time 
passed,  and  after  a  temble  suspense  he  recovered 
consciousness. 

"My  son,"  the  father  whi.spercd,  "the  doctor  tells 
me  you  are  dying." 

"Oh!"  said  the  bor,  you  never  prayed  for  me, 
father;  won't  you  pray  for  my  lost  soul  now?" 

The  father  wept.  It  was  true  he  had  never  prayed. 
He  wae  a  stranger  to  God.  And  in  a  little  while  that 
soul,  unprayed  for,  passed  into  its  dark  eternity. 

The  father  has  since  said  "that  he  would  give  all 
his  wealth,  if  he  could  call  back  his  boy,  only  to  offer 
one  short  prayer  for  him." 

What  a  contract  is  the  other  father!  He,  too,  had 
a  lovely  son ;  and  one  day  he  came  home  to  him  at  the 
gates  of  death.    His  wife  was  weeping,  and  she  said : 

"Our  boy  is  dying;  he  has  had  a  change  for  the 
wo'rse.     I  wish  you  would  go  in  and  see  him." 

The  father  went  into  the  room  and  placed  his  hand 
upon  the  brow  of  his  dying  boy,  and  could  feel  the  cold, 
damp  sweat  was  gathering  there ;  the  cold,  icy  hand  oi 
death  was  feeling  for  the  cords  of  life. 

"Do  you  know,  my  son,  that  you  are  dying?"  asked 
the  father. 

"Am  I?  Is  this  death?  Do  you  really  think  I  am 
dying?" 
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"Vfs.  my  son;  your  t-iul  on  i>artli  is  iit'ar." 
"And  will  I  fu"  with  Ji'Siis  to-t:iplit,  falluT'.'"" 
"Vt's;  you  will  soon  be  with  the  Saviour." 
"Father,  don't  weep;   for  wlieii   I   get   there   I   will 
go  straight  to  Jesus,  and  tell  fliiu  that  you  have  been 
trying  all  my  life  to  lead  me  to  Him." 

CJod  has  giveji  me  three  ehildren,  and  ever  since  I 
c-un  reniend)er  I  have  directed  them  to  Christ.  I  would 
rather  tliey  carried  this  message  to  Jesus — tiiat  1  had 
tried  all  their  life  to  lead  tht-m  to  Ilim — than  to  have 
all  the  crowns  of  the  earth;  I  woidd  ratlier  lead  them 
to  Jesus  than  give  them  the  wealth  of  the  world.-  ,Sr/. 
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AN  AWFUL  DEATH  BED 

A  young  skeptic  who  was  dying,  said,  "lie  gon.\" 
to  a  Christian,  "I  want  none  of  your  cant;  I  am  not 
goiuL'-  to<lie,  and  if  I  were,  I  would  die  as  I  have  lived." 

The  doctor  came,  and  he  said,  "Oh,  tell  me  I  am 
not  dying;  T  will  i:ot  die." 

"I  caniHit  speak  falsely  to  you;  your  spirit  will  soon 
he  with  your  (yod,"  .^aid   the  doctor. 

"^^y  God:'"  he  said;  "I  have  no  (lod  but  the 
world;  I  have  stifled  conviction,  1  have  fought  against 
Almightv  Cul;  I  have  resisted  mv  friends'  pleadintrs, 
and  now  you  tell  me  I  must  die  Do  you  know,"  he 
hissed  in  an  awfid  whis])er,  "what  that  means".*  If 
I  die  to-day,  I  shall  go  to  hell !  Take  it  back !  Tell  me 
I  am  not  goitig  to  die.  Father,"  he  said,  "it  is  you 
who  taught  me  this;  you  led  me  on  this  way,  and  now 
T  nnist  die.  Stand  back!"  he  shrieked,  "I  will  not 
die  I"   and  a  torrent  of  oatlis  issued     from    his  fever- 
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parched   lips,   ko  terrible  in     their     madness   that  it 
seemed  like  a  wail  from  the  pit  of  woe. 

No  wonder  the  ixwr  mother  was  bornt-  fainting 
from  the  room,  and  the  father's  brow  was  corrugated 
and  great  drops  of  agony  rested  there.  In  the  midst  of 
dire  cursings,  his  gifted  son  fell  back  a  corpse. — Sel. 
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JESUS,  TOO  GOOD  TO  GIVE  UP 

The  following  touching  incident  of  child  martyrdom 
is  given  by  Eileen  Douglas  in  All  the  World.  We  give 
it  in  abridged  form. 

Mattie  was  the  child  ot  drunken  ])arents.  She 
lived  in  the  slums  of  a  large  city.  By  chance,  one 
night,  she  strayed  into  a  meeting.  Christ  was  pre- 
sented so  lovijigly  and  clearly  that  lu-r  young  heart  was 
hungry  and  anxious  to  receive  Ilim.  When  the  invita- 
tion was  given  to  seekers  to  come  to  Jesus  she  wanted 
to  go,  but,  fearing  that  it  did  not  mean  her,  she  shyly 
slipped  up  to  the  leader  and  asked,  "Does  it  mean 
me?"  When  .she  was  assured  that  it  did,  and  told  just 
what  to  do,  she  dropped  upon  her  knees,  and  with 
closed  eyes  and  folded  hands  said,  "Oh,  Jesus,  I've 
come."  She  tripped  liglitly  home  in  her  new  found 
joy.  .\rriving  there,  she  poured  out  her  story,  imagin- 
ing, in  her  innocence,  that  her  drunken  parents  had 
never  heard  of  Jesus,  who  would  do  so  much  for  them, 
and  only  needed  to  be  told  and  they  would  come  too. 

Instead  of  that,  she  was  cursed  and  whipped,  and 
forbidden  ever  attending  the  meeting  again. 

The  peace  of  God  kept  her  through  it  all,  saying 
quietly  to  herself,  "He's  too  good  to  give  up." 
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She  went  asuin,  aiul  tliis  tiim-  was  punished  mon- 
severely  than  before.  But  n<)thin<;  could  (lueiieh  the 
love  in  Mattie's  heart— neither  perseeutioii.  star^•a- 
tion,  nor  cold.  For  one  hour  with  Jesus  she  would  hear 
anything,-  so  next  nif,dit  saw  her  in  \wv  aeeustomed 
place.  Returning'  home  siie  rushed  up  to  hrr  father: 
"I  could  not  help  it;  I  had  to  <,'o !     .Jesus  is  to<.  -ood 

to  give  up'" 

Giving  her  a  furious  ki.-k  in  the  side,  ironi  which 
she  soon  died,  and  niuttering.  "I  told  you  I'd  kill  ye." 
the  murderer  left  her  bleeding  on  the  floor. 

During  hvv  dying  hours  Mattie  suffered  nuich.  and 
yet,  in  the  midst  of  it  all,  she  said  that  she  was  "«o 
'happy."     She  pleadi'd  earn^-stly  for  her  mothers  soul : 
and    when  at  last  the  conflict  was  ended,  and  years  of 
sin  and  shame  had  beet,  swept  away  by  the  1.1o<kI  of 
Jesus     Mattie's   power  of   speech   failed  her,    a.ul   she 
eould'onlv  lie  and  look  with  unutterable  affection  uito 
her  mothers   face.     A    little   while  before  she   passed 
awav    she  called  for  h<T  mother  to  bring  her  dress  and 
the  Vcissoi-s.     Then  she  asked  for  the  patch  that  wa.s 
stained  with  her  life-blocKl  to  be  cut  out.     She  looked 
at  it.  smiled,  and  then  handing  it  back,  said.  "Give—- 
„ive_it— to  him. "    Then  gasped  and  seecmd  almofit  to 
"ink    awav.      Gathering  once  more   all  her  remaining 
strength,  she  added,  "and-say-it— was— because-1 
loved— Him— so.         He— wair— too— good— to— give- 
up."     Dying  then,  sh.-  enterfd  the  world  of  love.— .SVI. 

"Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee;  .  .  for  whither  thou 
goest.  I  will  go;  and  where  tliou  lodgest.  I  will  lodge; 
thy  people  shall  be  my  people,  and  thy  God  my  God." 
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GLEANED    FROM 
GONE  TO  SLEEP 


"Tar!,-y  so  tiivrl,  inaninia  !     Tailry  wants  to  .In  to 
seep. 

Tlir    littlr    head    t«^se<l   restlessly   upon    tlu-   pillow 
tile  t-.uiglvd  l.lac-k  curls  c-oiUrast:!,,:,'  strik..,;rly  ,vitJi  its 
sr.ouy  whiteness.     Bal.y  Cl^rley  l.ad  been  siek-verv 
s,ek— for  weeks,  and  now  the  end  was  .Irawin^  near 
IFis  widow,.,]  n,oth<-r,  sitti/)^^  1,,  si.h-  his  erih,  }„.,•  h.-art 
Jiist    hreakiuK   a-;   sl,e    h:st,..;,.J    to    his    pitiful    nu.anin^r 
'•M-'s  fr>r  '-s.H.p,"  fflt  <iuite  sun-  that  before  the  inorn"- 
"1^^  dautu.,1   aL'ain   her  <larlin^r  ,vouI,l  he  locked  in  the 
einhraee  of  th,.  sleep   that   knows   r.o  earthly  wakin". 
P>ut  she  .-"u.ked  hack  Iht  sobs   (for  Charley  must  not 
^^c■e  her  cry  ,h;nn,i^  tlicse  last  nioinents  to-"-ther),  and 
x\h's|.'.re,l  ten<ler,  sooth!,  .^r  „-ords  to  hi,,),  as  she  pressed 
and  kissed  the  little  white  hands  that  would  not  cease 
tlieii-  ?'estless  tossinrj. 

"Take  Tarley,  manniui,'"  waihd  tlic  little  one:  and 
m  a  n.on.ent  he  was  folded  iii  her  loving  anus,  as  she 
rocked  him  fr,.„tly  to  and  fro,  her  face  buried  in  his 
black  cui!s,  which  were  .i^'rowint^  thuiin  with  her  flowiiu,' 
tea  IS.  '"' 

"Telia  "tory,  manuua.  Tell  a— nict — true— 'tory— 
"nen  Tarley  do— to— ^eep."  The  words  came  paspin- 
now.  for  the  t-nd  was  almost  come. 

"W'.at  shall  the  story  be  about,  darling?"  asked 
th,'  mother,  controlling  her  voice  by  a  supreme  effort, 
while  her  heart  cried  out  to  God  for  help.  Which  story 
does  Charley  want  to-night'.'" 

"The— bestest—<ine— of— all— mamma,"  he  an- 
swered,   rolling  his   li,>ad  from   side   to  side   upon   her 
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lK>>oin,  "tilt — l)(«ti'st — <)1U'— <)f— all  !  'Bout  Desus 
b'essin'  'ittlt'  chihl't'ii — you — know— iiiaiurna.  TrH 
twick— iiuuiiiiia — TarU'y  wants  to  do  to  st'cp.  " 

Witli  broken  acct'iits  tlu'  |)(M)r  inotlicr  toM  once 
again  the  story  ("liarlcy  lovf<l  so  well — the  "bcstcst  one 
of  all" — tlu'  swi-et  story  ol  how  Jesus  loved  the  chiMr.'n 
and  hade  them  "eome"  unto  Hiin,  and  took  tliein  in 
His  anus  and  blessed  them.  And  as  she  talked  the 
little  form  grew  still,  the  eurly  head  settled  down 
(juietly  on  !ier  bosom,  the  hlue-vciiu'd  lids  folded 
themselves  slowly  over  the  gi-eat  blacdi  eyes,  and  she 
almost  fancied  that  her  <larli!ig  had  indeed  fallen  into 
a  natural  slumber — the  slumber  that  the  physicians 
hoped  might  save  hiw  lift\  it  if  would  otdy  come.  But, 
no!  As  «he  finished  the  "  lory"  and  ceased  speaking, 
the  heavy  lids  raised  tnemselves  tlutteringly,  the  tiny 
hand,  with  a  final  effort  was  laid  caressingly  upon  her 
cheek  once  more,  and  t!ie  stiffening  lips  whispered. 
"Fank  oo,  mamma — pitty  maunna — dat — tory — so — 
nice.  Desus — said — tum  I  'Farley  tun. in  —  Desus — 
tause  I'm  so  tired.  Dood — night — mamma — sweet— 
mamma — now — Tariey — do — to — si-ep. 

The  blue  lids  fidl,  the  little  form  straightene<l  out 
witli  a  s])asniodic  shudder,  the  tiny  hand  dropped  like 
a  snowfiake  from  her  ciieek — Cliai  ley  luul  gone  to  sli-ep. 
—Scl. 
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".And  they  brought  unto  Plim  also  infants,  that  he 
would  touch  them  :  but  when  His  disciples  saw  it,  they 
rebuked  then).  But  Tesn.s  called  unto  them  and  sai<l, 
StifTer  little  childreJi  to  come  tuito  Me,  and  forbid  them 
not;  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  God." 
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AN  AWFUL  CHARGE 

A  young  girl,  eighteen  yeai-s  of  age,  a  native  of 
New  York,  was  brought  up  by  her  parents  in  all  the 
gaieties  and  follies  of  youth ;  and  by  them  encouraged 
to  ornament  her  person,  and  engage  in  every  vain 
amusement.  When  she  was  taken  ill,  three  physicians 
were  sent  for  immediately,  who  pronounced  her  speedy 
dissolution.  No  sooner  was  their  opinion  made  known 
to  her,  than  she  requested,  as  a  favor,  that  all  her  gay 
companions  might  be  collected  with  haste.  They  were 
soon  around  her  bed,  when  she  told  them  she  was  going 
to  die.  She  described  the  awful  manner  in  which  they 
had  spent  their  precious  time,  and  exhorted  them  all 
to  repentance  before  it  was  too  late,  in  a  very  affecting 
maui.^r. 

She  then  turned  to  her  father  and  mother,  and  ad- 
dressed to  them  in  the  presence  of  her  acquaintances, 
these  heart-rending  words : 

"You  have  been  the  unhappy  instrument.s  of  my 
being;  you  fostered  me  in  pride,  and  led  me  in  the 
paths  of  sin  ;  you  never  once  warned  me  of  my  danger; 
and  now  it's  too  lat<'.  I:,  a  few  hours  you  will  .lave 
to  cover  me  with  earth  ;  but  remember,  while  you  are 
casting  earth  upon  my  body,  my  soul  will  be  in  hell; 
and  yourselves,  the  miserable  cause  I"  She  soon  after 
expired. — From   Anecdotes  on   tJte  Catechism. 


"Woe  imto  the  world  because  of  offences  I  for  it 
must  needs  be  that  offences  come  :  but  woe  to  that 
man  by  whom  the  offence  cometh!" — Matt.   18:7. 
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TEN  THOUSAND  WORLDS  FOR  PEACE 
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Thi!  comforting  influence  of  the  prerions  truths  of 
the  Bible  at  n  dying  hour,  \va«  mnnifest  in  the  ciiee  of 
a  poor  soldier  who  was  mortally  wounded  at  the  Hattle 
of  Waterloo.     His  companion  conveyed  him  to  somo 
distance,  and  laid  him  down  under  a  tree.     Before  he 
left  him,  the  dying  noldier  entreated  him  to  open  Win 
knapsack  and  take  out  his  pocket  Bible,  and  road  to 
him  a  small  portion  of  it  before  he  died.    When  asked 
what  passage  he  should  read,  he  desired  him  to  read, 
John  14  :  27,  "l'(>ace  I  leave  with  you ;  my  peace  I  give 
unto  you;  not  as  the  world  giveth,  give  I  unto  yo\i. 
Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled,  neither  let  it  be  afraid." 
"Now,"  said  he.  "I  die  happy.     I  desire  to  have 
peace  with  Cod,  j)    A  I  possess  the  peace  of  God  that 
passeth  all  understanding." 

A  little  while  after  one  of  his  officers  passed  him. 
and  seeing  him  in  such  an  exhausted  .state,  asked  him 
how  he  d'id.  ITe  snid.  "T  die  happy,  for  I  enjoy  the 
peace  of  God,  which  pusseth  all  understanding,"  and 

then  expired. 

The  officer  left  him,  and  went  into  the  battle,  where 
he  wa*«  •(  on  after  n-ortally  wounded.    When  surrounded 
by  his  brother  ofticen^,  full  of  anguish  and  disiiuiy.  he 
cried  out.  "Oh,  I  would  give  ten  thousand  worlds,  if  I 
had  them,  that  I  possessed  that  ])eace  that  gladdened 
the  heart  of  a  dying  soldier  whom  I  saw  lying  under  a 
tree ;  for  he  declared  that  he  possessed  that  peace  of 
God'which  passeth  all  understanding.     I  know  nothing 
of  this  peace!     I  die  miserable  for  I  die  in  flesp.qir."— 
Taken  from  Ancciotcs  on  the  Cntrchis^m. 
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MY  MASTER  C.\LLS  ME 

Mr.  Ilobcrt  linifc,  tlic  iiioiiiiii<r  l,..to,v  h,.  died, 
hr\n<r  Mt  broikfast,  and  havm-  ratcn  ati  i.--.  sai.l  to  liis 
clau-},trr,  "I  tliiid.  I  an,  u.t  Inin^Mv.  Vou  may  l)nng 
rnr  anotli.T  .-•,'."  iJnt.  luivin-  nnisrd  wliilo,  he 
said.  "Hold,  <lan-l.ter,  liold,  my  Master  calls  inc." 
With  these  wonls  In's  si^dit  faih^d  him  ;  on  which  he 
called  for  the  Hihle,  and  said.  "Turn  to  the  8th  chapter 
of  the  IJomans,  and  set  my  fin<,'er  on  the  words,  'I  am 
persuaded  thai  neither  death,  nor  life,  etc.,  shall  be 
able  to  separate  nie  from  the  \o\r  of  (lod  u'hich  is  in 
Christ  Jesus  my  Lor<l.'  '" 

Wheji  this  was  done,  he  said,  "Now  is  my  finfrer 
upon  them:"'  Being  told  that  it  was,  he  added,"  ".W, 
Ciod  be  with  you,  my  children;  I  have  breakfasted 
with  yo.i,  and  shall  sup  with  my  Lord  Jesus  Christ  this 
night,"  and  then  expired. — Scl. 

WILLIE  HOLT,  THE  DOY  MARTER 

A  friend  in  India  has  sent  me  the  following  touch- 
ing story,  which  I  have  rewritten  for  our  young  readers. 
If  it  touches  your  heart  as  it  has  mine,  I  am  sure  it 
will  do  you  good.  This  General  in  the  Indian  .service 
say.s : 

"I  had  in  my  regiment  a  little  bugler.  His  father 
and  mother  had  died  and  he  was  lef  alone.  He  was 
not  always  treated  kindly  by  the  rough  soldien;,  yet  ho 
remained  an  out-and-out  Christian.  He  was  trained 
by  his  Christian  mother,  and  among  the  rough  soldieis 
he  showed  that  hi.s  convor.sion  wus  a  reality  by  his 
beartiful  life. 


u 


LIFE'S   PATIIWAV 


2«H 


"Oiif  iiioriiii;;:  it  was  iH'portcd  tlint  tlir  tatu-'is  wcr.* 
tlirowii  (lowii  (lining'  tin'  iii;,'ht,  and  tlir  usual  |)i'ai''ici' 
L'oiilil  not  lake  placf.  Tlic  act  Aas  traci'<l  to  tlir  I  nl 
in  wiTicIi  o  ir  little  Christian,  Willie  Holt,  slept,  with 
perha])S  lialfa-do/.eli  more.  The  wliole  lot  were  put 
undei"  a;i'ist.  and  it  was  pn'\«ii  hy  couit-niartial  tnnt 
one  or  more  of  the  prisoners  wer.'  ;,'uilty  of  the  offence. 
The  (leneral  in  coniinand  then  turned  to  the  prisoners 
and  said,  'If  one  of  von,  who  slept  in  No.  -I  last  ni;;ht, 
will  come  forwaid  and  tal<  •  the  punishment,  tlie  res» 
will  f.;et  off  fret^ ;  l)Ut,  if  not,  each  one  of  you  will  n ceive 
ten  strokes  with  the  "'cat-o'-nine-tails. "  '  Sileiu-i-  fol- 
lowed, then  Wilie  Holt  stepped  forwai'd. 

"His  face  was  pale  as  deatli,  and  he  >aid,  'I  will 
taki>  the  punishment  for  the  rest."  I  t.mied  to  the 
prisoners  and  said,  'Will  you  let  this  delicate  lK)y  take 
])n!iishment  for  you".'  He  is  <;uiltless,  you  know  as 
well  as  I  do.'  I  knew  my  militiU-y  woi'd  must  stand 
and  the  hoy  liuew  it.  too,  as  he  said,  'I  am  ready,  sir.' 

"It  made  me  sicd<  at  heart  to  thitdi  of  haviiif,'  the 
innocent  boy  lashed  witli  the  cruel  v.liip.  At  the  fourth 
l)low,  dim  Sykes,  t!ie  black  sliee])  of  the  re^'iment, 
seized  t)ie  cnud  whi])  and  shouted  out,  'General,  stop 
it  I  and  tie  me  up  instead.  He  did  not  do  It,  I  di<l!' 
and  he  i\\m<i  bis  amis  around  the  boy. 

"Faintir;,'.  and  almost  speechless,  Willie  lifted  his 
eyes  to  the  man's  face  and  smiled.  'Xo,  Jim.'  be  whis- 
pered 'you  are  safe  now;  the  (Jetieral's  worrl  will 
stand.'     His  head  fell  forward — he  liad  fainted. 

"The  next  day  as  I  went  into  the  hospital,  I  a.sked 
how  the  hu\  was  setting'  on.  'He  is  sudvin-^.  General." 
Knid  the  doctor.  'The  shock  of  yester<lay  was  tcx)  much. 


'  I 


'J02 


(;leani:d  from 


n 


nt 


I' 


He  in  more  fit  for  heaven  than  earth. '    The  tears  gtood 
in  hie  eyes. 

"In  the  eonior  of  tlu*  room,  I  saw  the  lad  propped 
up  on  nome  pillovs,  and,  linceling  hy  his  Hide,  was  Jim 
Sykes.  T  saw  i-ops  of  sweat  standing  on  his  brow  and 
heard  him  huv,  'Why  did  you  do  it,  Willie V' 

"  'Beeause  1  wanted  to  take  it  for  you,  I  thought 
it  might  help  you  to  understand  a  little  bit  why  Christ 
died  for  you.' 

"  'What  do  you  mean,  Willie '.'" 

"  *1  mean  that  He  died  for  you  because  He  loved 
you  as  I  do,  Jim;  only,  Christ  loved  you  much  more. 
I  only  suffered  for  one  of  your  hIus,  but  Chrint  suffered 
punishment  for  all  the  sins  you  ever  committed.  The 
punislunent  w.-us  death;  and,  Jim,  Christ  Buffered  th<\t 
death  for  vou." 

"  'I'm  one  of  the  bad  uns;  Christ  never  cared  any- 
thinf»  for  me. ' 

"  'But  He  died  to  save  the  bad  ont^.  His  words 
were,  "I  came  not  to  call  the  righteous,  but  sinners." 
"Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  like 
snow,  though  they  be  red  like  crimson,  they  shall  be 
as  wool."  Dear  Jim,'  he  added,  '.shall  the  Tx)rd  have 
died  in  vain  for  you  ?  He  has  poured  out  His  precious 
life  blood  for  you.  He  is  knocking  at  the  door  of  your 
heart;  won't  you  let  Him  in?  Oh,  you  must,  and  then 
we  shall  meet  again  in  heaven.' 

"In  a  few  moments  Willie  foil  back  on  his  pillow. 
Half  unconscious,  I  heard  him  say,  'Sing  to  me, 
mother,  "The  Gates  of  Pearl."  '  He  appeared  as  if 
listt-nir-g  to  his  mother's  voice,  und  I  heard  him  say- 
ing, 'I  shall  be  there,  mother.' 
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"  'Where  do  you  mean,  Willie?"  I  afiked.  With  a 
smile  he  anirwered,  'Why,  in  haeven,  General!  The  roll 
call  has  mounded  for  me ;  the  gatw  are  open ;  the  price 
is  paid.'  Then  Hoftly,  as  if  ent<'ri'  the  gate«  of  pearl. 
I  heard  him  «aying : 

"JuHt  ns  I  am.  without  one  plea. 
But  that  Thy  bUxnl  wna  shtxl  for  mo. 
And  that  Tliou  bidst  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lnmb  of  God.  I  nuTie." 

"Gently  he  lifted  his  eyes  to  mine,  saying:  'Gen- 
eral, you  will  help  .Tim,  won't  y^u?  You  will  show  him 
the  way  to  .re<?u«;,  and  the  gates— of— pearl?' 

"Suddenly  a  light  flabhed  in  his  dying  eyes,  and 
with  a  luiUaiit.  hnppy  cry,  he  flung  out  his  armfi  afi  if 
in  welconu'.  «aying:  'Jesus  is  calling  me  to  His  side. 
Mother— oh.  mother:  1  come  to  meet  you,  and  1  have 
found  you  waiting  to  receive  me.'  Slowly  the  light 
faded  from  the  sliining  eyes,  iitid  the  brave  spirit  of  the 
martyred  l)oy,  who  died  to  save  .Tim  Sykes,  had  gone 
to  rest."— .Sf/. 

A  CHILD  SHALL  LEAD 

Two  little  children,  playing  in  the  snow,  were  in- 
vited by  a  young  lady  to  her  Temperance  school.  So 
impressive  was  the  talk,  and  so  eaniest  the  invitation, 
that  tlio  little  ones  rose  with  the  rest  to  pledge  never 
to  touch  intoxicant*;,  and  went  home  firm  in  the  dei^r- 
mination.  As  usual,  at  supper  time.  Fred's  father 
brought  out  the  tin  pail  and  bade  hinj  go  for  the  beer. 

"I  cant,  papa." 

"Can't— why  not?" 
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"I'm  II  trmpfnuicf  Imy  now." 

"Tiisli!  tush:  child  \  (to  fdi-  thf  \,^'v\\" 

"I'apa.   f  ciin't.  ' 

"Milt  you  riMist." — aiijL,'rily. 

"I'Hpa.  won't  you  plt'UHi'  whip  uw  aii<l  «o.  git  it 
yourself".'" 

"Kn-.l,  not  allot h«'r  word,"  the  t  otlier  inttiniptfd, 
dccichvUv.  "go  and  get  the  hci-r. " 

"H  Miannna,  I've  prouiiscl  not  to  toucli  it. 
Won't  you  "hip  ine  hard  and  let  pupa  go.'" 

"NoJisi-nsf  :  Vou  shall  never  darken  the  d<Hir  of 
that  Tcmperarife  kc-IkxiI  again.  The  idea  of  teacliing 
rny  childien  to  <lisol)ey  nie!" 

Fred  hesitated  a  moment  then  a  hriglit  thoii;,'(it 
Keonied  to  come,  for  he  smiled. 

"I'ut  the  pail  on  tlie  <lorstep,  then,"  he  said,  and 
*he  father  willing  to  humor  him,  put  the  pail  on  the 
verandah  and  elosed  the  d(Kir.  Fred  wtMit  to  the  wood- 
pile  ■selected  ;•  lo)ig  stiek,  thrust  it  through  the  handle 
of  the  ])nil,  a  ul  called  to  liis  sister:  "Take  liokl, 
Fannie;  papa  has  sent  me  for  the  heer,  and  it's  got  to 
he  done,  hut  I  uon't  even  touch  the  pail." 

They  reached  the  liquor  dealer's  and  tapped  on  the 
wiiulow.     The  proprietor  kxiktsl  out. 

"Come  in!"  he  called,  kindly. 

"No,  sir!"  Then,  pointing  to  the  pail  on  the  door- 
step, "Father  wants  hi.s  beer." 

"Bring  it  in.  ' 

"I  will  not,  Fm  a  t'r.:nerance  hoy." 

So  the  liquor  dealer  was  forced  to  come  Un-  the 
empty  jiail.  He  returned  with  it  filled,  aiui  iieid  it 
toward  the  lad. 
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"I'ut  it  on  tin-  Kti'p.     I  uill  not  toiicli  it."" 

Tllf   MlllM   UUS  <)l)lig»'(l   to  ol)»_V.      OlUf   inori'   tlir   Inty 

tlirutit  tllf  loiij,'  stick  thnmuli  the  litiinlh'  of  the  piiil. 
and  sloulv  aiiil  soi  tow  fully  tlir  cliililrfii  wnlktsl  lionic. 
Tllf  futliff,  sfatf<l   l>y  tllf  witidow.  saw  tlifni  coining 

"MotluT,  conic  iicrc  this  niiniitc.  .lust  l<Mik  at 
those  chilili-f  n  !  They  \von"t  touch  the  hf  it ,  and  they 
arc  hiinj^'in^  it  lionic  on  it  stick." 

SiU'Htly  tllf  two  watdicd  their  i-hildrcii  -  their 
;jood.  ohcdieiit  children. 

"How  sad  they  l<M)k,  jioor  thiiij^s."  the  father  said. 
rcnienil)erin<,'  how  Fred  had  |)lfadfd  to  hf  \\  hipped 
rather  than  he  Kent  for  the  heer.  "I  de(  hire  I'm 
ashamed  to  he  drinking,'  the  stiitT.  We  used  to  have 
n.<»licy  hcforc  wi-  j,'ot  into  the  liahit.  Suppose  \\c  yivc 
it  up." 

"I  will,  if  you  will. "' 

"It's  ii   hare;ain." 

Slowly  tile  (diildieii  caiiic.  not  know  in;:  the  ^,'hid 
surprise  awaitinj,'  them. 

"Frfd<li;'."  the  father  said,  as  they  .  anie  u]  the 
j)ftth\vay.  "you  may  pour  tliat  In  er  out  it  to  tin  road. 
Father  and  mother  have  decided  not  to  drink  any  more, 
if  it  hurts  their  little  l)oy  and  pirl  so." 

With  uiad  shouts  they  hurried  to  the  street.  .A 
stranj,'er.  riditivr  hy.  wondered  why  those  children  were 
an  happy  over  potuitiL'  into  the  roadway  the  cotiteiits 
of  a  i>ail  of  heer!     Hut    Fred  aiul   Famiie  knew. — Sri. 


"The  wolf  also  shali  dwell  with  the  lamh,  .  .  . 
till'  yo  iiii;  lion  an<l  the  fatlinj:  to<,'ether:  and  a  little 
(diikl  shall  lead  them,"      Isa.   11  :  0. 
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A  TRIUMHPANT  ENTRY 


The  following  is  an  account  of  the  death  of  George 
Russell,  of  Ottawa  : 

In  the  month  of  March,  1805,  sickness  entered  our 
home,  claiming  as  its  victim  a  dearly  beloved  father 
and  faithful  husband,  who  had  served  God  for  years 
with  a  whole  heart,  and  was  continually  in  touch  with 
heavenly  tilings.  He  attended  meeting  with  us  on 
Saturday  evening  previous  to  his  illness,  and  was 
deluged  with  the  mighty  power  of  Go<i,  so  that  he 
could  not  refrain  from  shouting  God's  praises;  teetify- 
ing  that  he  was  "ready  for  anything:  sacrifice  or  ser- 
vice. 

The  following  day  he  was  not  able  to  leave  the 
house,  but  \\v  were  not  alanned,  thinking  it  wa«  only 
a  cold,  and  that,  by  the  application  of  simple  remedie«, 
he  would  soon  be  better.  But  God  had  designed  that 
in  a  few  days  he  was  to  be  among  the  white-robed 
thong. 

By  Wednesday  his  cold  had  developed,  and  pneu- 
monia had  set  In.  His  one  theme  was  Jesus!  What 
times  of  refreshing  we  had  in  that  sick  room,  as  we 
knelt  in  prayer  and  read  God's  precious  Word!  As  he 
called  us  separately  to  his  bedside  and  talked  with  us, 
how  our  hearts  burned  within  us!  Praise  God,  it  still 
lingers.  Never  can  I  forget  the  time,  when  dusting 
the  room,  father  said,  "Shall  we  have  a  little  prayer- 
meeting,  this  morning?'  I  quickly  got  on  my  knees, 
and  as  I  did,  he  said:  "Can  3'ou  say,  'Thy  will  be 
done,'  even  if  it  means  to  take  father  away?"  God  saw 
the  struggle    and  came  to  my    relief.       I  have  never 
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ceased  ])raising  Him  for  the  grace  tlmt  enabled  mo  to 
say  "Amen"  to  His  divine  will.  We  wept,  wo  prayed, 
wo  prai.^^ed  God  together.  That  night  he  became  delir- 
ious, hut  still  he  kept  tolling  us  that  Jesus  had  wa.shed 
him  and  taken  all  the  pain  away.  A  few  brothers  and 
sisters  in  (Christ,  met  in  the  ro<im,  and  sang  and 
prayed,  but  he  took  little  notice  of  them.  Occasionally 
he  would  rally  enough  to  recognize  us,  and  would  hold 
mother's  hand,  and  point  toward  heaven;  and  then 
Mgain  lapse  i)ito  unconsciousness.  His  strength  was 
almost  gone,  but  as  a  rift  in  the  clouds  allows  tlhe 
setting  sun  to  send  forth  a  l)right  ray.  his  tace  shone, 
and  his  lips  moved  as  if  trying  to  say  som(>thing. 

Listen,  he  is  speaking  now:  "I'm  swfe[)ing — 
tlirough  the— gates."  Then  all  is  (juiet  again.  Only 
once  more  did  reason  return  long  enough  for  him  to 
recognize  one  of  the  brethren:  then,  with  a  sweet  smile 
on  his  fai-e  and  without  a  struggle,  he  "fell  aslee])." — 
/?.  7i'.   I'rHrhanl. 


JUST  JUDGMENT  OF  GOD 

In  the  vilage  of  W —  P —  a  certain  young  man  wa*; 
in  the  habit  of  attending  religious  meetings,  where  the 
whole  truth  of  God  was  declared.  Sin  of  every  kind 
was  exposed  and  discountenanced.  One  evening  in 
July,  the  speaker  was  discoursing  on  the  t^xt  found  in 
.\mos  4:  12.  "Prepare  to  meet  thy  God."  He  waniod 
every  one  to  prepare;  to  leave  all  sin,  secret  societios, 
social  gatheinngs,  etc.,  such  as  gratify^  only  the  flesh, 
and  pride  of  life,  and  give  no  help  to  the  inner  man. 
This   young   man    became   highly  offended   and   deter- 
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mined  that  in  souu'  way  he  would  show  hi«  disbelief  in 
what  was  naid.  'J'he  suf,'egv;tion  was  made,  why  not 
put  a  flag  of  the  order  to  which  he  belonged  on  the 
chai)el.  Accordingly,  a  Hag  was  erected  on  the  house 
of  (lod  in  defiance  of  the  truth.  A  Christian  gentleman 
removed  it,  l)ut  next  morning,  before  setting  out  for 
the  celeljraiion  at  N — .  two  more  flags  were  put  up. 
The  young  man  said.  "I'll  take  tliem  down  wiien  I 
come  back  to-night."  Accordingly,  he  went  to  X—, 
where  the  day  v.  as  spent  in  dissi])a;ion.  In  the  even- 
ing, as  he  was  at,  the  station  seeing  .some  of  his  as- 
sociates off,  he  attempted  to  jump  from  a  moving  train, 
when  his  foot  slipped  and  he  fell  between  the  moving 
cars.  In  one  Uioment  an  arm  and  leg  were  severed 
from  his  body.  For  an  hour  he  blasphemed  (lod  before 
hundreds  of  spectators,  and  then  death  closed  the  awful 
scene. — Written  for  f///.s   worh   Inj   U.   CoUi)iH. 

AN  OLD  MAN  S  STORY 

I  am  an  old  man,  stfiuding  alone  at  the  end  of  life's 
journey.  There  is  deep  soitow  in  my  heart  and  bitter 
tears  in  my  eyes.  I  have  journeyed  over  a  dark  and 
beaconless  ocean  and,  life's  bright  hopes  have  been 
wrecked.  I  am  witho  t  friends,  home  or  kindred  on 
earth,  and  look  with  eager  longings  for  tfu>  rest  of  the 
night  oi  deatli — without  friends,  kindred  or  home.  It 
was  not  .so  once. 

No.  my  friends  ;  it  was  not  so  once.  Away  over  the 
dark  and  treacherous  waste  which  has  wrecked  all  my 
hop(>s,  there  is  the  blessed  light  of  happiness  and  home. 
I  grasf)  convulsively  for  the  shrine  of  household  idols 
that  once  were  mine,  now  mine  no  more. 
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1  once  ha«l  a  wilV,  as 


fair 


an  aivji' 


-iu'artfd  c-reature 


as  ever  smiled  on  an  earthly  lionn-.  Her  evi"  was  as  a 
summer  sky.  and  her  heart  as  faithful  and  true  a«  ever 
cherished  a  husband's  love  or  chm^  to  him  when  fallen. 
Her  blue  eyes  ^rew  dim  as  AochIs  of  sorrow  washed  out 
their  brij,ditiu^ss.  and  the  loviu-,'  heart  I  wrung,  until 
every  fibre  was  rudely  broken. 

I  oTU-e  had  a  baby— a  sweet,  tender  blossom,  but 
these  hands  (h-stroyea  it.  and  it  lives  with  One  who 
loveth  lildren.  I  once  had  a  nol)Ie.  a  brave  and  beau- 
tiful boy,  but  be  was  driven  out  from  the  ruins  of  his 
childhood  home,  and  T  know  not  if  he  yet  lives. 

Do  not  be  startled,  friends;  T  am  not  a  nnu'derer 
in  the  common  aece])tation  of  the  tenn— I  iun  ^'uilty  of 
much,  but  tliere  is  light  in  my  evening  sky  I  A  s])H-it 
mother  rejoices  over  tlie  rrturn  of  her  prodigal  son. 
The  wife  smiles  upon  him  who  again  turns  back  lo 
virtue  and  honor.  The  angel  child  visits  me  at  night- 
fall, and  I  feel  tlie  hallowing  touch  of  a  tiny  palm  upon 
my  fevered  (dieek.  :\Iy  brave  boy,  if  living,  woL^d  for- 
crive  the  sorrowing  okl  man  for  the  treatment  thul  drove 
him  out  into  the  world,  and  the  blow  that  maimed  him 
for  life,  (iod  Almighty  in  Heaven,  .orgive  me  for  the 
ruin  T   h.ave  brought  upon  me  and  mine. 

I  was  once  a  fanatic,  and  madly  followed  the  malign 
li^dit  that  led  me  to  ruin.  I  was  a  fanatic  when  I 
sacrificed  mv  wife,  children,  happiness  and  hope  to  the 
accursed  demon  of  the  l)Owl.  T  was  a  fanatic  when  I 
broke  the  heart  and  sent  to  the  grave  the  gentle  bemg, 
whom  T  injured  so  greatly. 

I  was  a  drunkard.  From  respectability  and  opu- 
lence I  plunged  into  degradation  and  poverty.     I  drag- 
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god  my  fairiily  down  with  me.  For  years  I  saw  my 
wife's  cheek  grow  pale,  and  her  step  grow  weary.  T 
left  her  alone  amid  the  wreck  of  her  home  idols,  and 
rioted  at  the  saloon.  She  never  complained,  though 
she  and  the  children  were  hungry  for  bread. 

One  New  Year's  night  I  left  the  midnight  revel  at 
the  sal(X)n  for  the  hovel  where  ciiarity  had  given  ns  a 
shelter.  Deeply  into.vicated.  I  reached  half  the  dis- 
tance, and  yielded  to  the  intense  cold  of  the  storm,  and 
lay  down  upon  the  drifts,  with  the  sluniher  of  drunken- 
ness !ind  di'utli  upon  me.  .My  \\ife,  a  iK)or  frail  crea- 
ture, had  become  alarmed  a!)<)ut  me,  and  ventured  out 
in  the  stonn  to  seek  me.  She  found  me  insejisil)le  with 
cold.  Slie  stretched  her  own  body  upon  mine,  aiul 
with  her  own  hvnt  wanned  the  chilli'g  blood  in  my 
veins,  and  saved  tne  froin  freezing  to  death.  Strug- 
glin:.:  until  she  raised  nw  to  n)y  feet,  she  started  me 
home,  bidding  me  rest  not  for  my  life,  until  I  reached 
home. 

.\rriving  there,  T  found  the  babi-  wailing  in  tlie  arms 
of  the  boy,  who  was  vainly  utten;))ting  to  (piiet  it.  I 
felt  the  d(Mnon  in  every  vein  ;  and  snatching  it  from  his 
arms,  witn  a  curse,  I  hurled  it  upon  the  coal. 

At  that  moment,  the  mothei'  came  in,  and  like  a 
ti'riTss,  spi-ang  and  snatcdied  the  child  from  its  tortures. 
Tt^s  sigonizing  shrieks  will  linger  in  my  ear  while  I  live. 
I  deinanded  fo<")d.  Maiy  turned  her  gaze  upon  me,  the 
tears  falling  fast  upow  her  cheeks.  "We  have  no  food. 
.Tames.      .Must  murder  be  added  to  i^tarvafion  !" 

That  sad  pleading  face,  and  streaming  eyes,  and 
the  wail  of  the  babe,  maddened  me,  and  I — yes,  I — 
struck  her  ,".  fe.n'ful  blow  in  the  face,  and  she  fell  for- 
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ward  oil  the  iM-artli.  Tlu-  furies  of  hell  l,<,ile>l  ii,  i„y 
l.os<,n.  with  <lee,)er  intensity,  as  I  felt  1  had  eo.nniitteil 
i>  ^'reat  wrong.  I  ha.l  never  .struck  Mary  b.'fore,  hut 
now  some  torrihle  impiii.se  bore  rne  on.  mi, I  f  st(M)|)e<l 
down  as  well  as  I  eould  in  my  drunkm  stat...  and 
•denched  both  hands  in  her  hair. 

"James,"  exclaimed  niy  wife,  as  she  k)olced  up  into 
niy  fiendish  countenance,  "you  will  not  kill  us!  Poor 
Willie,  lie  must  .lie,"  and  she  tried  to  .soothe  the  little 
sufferer  in  its  crurl  ,)ain.  I  eould  i:ot  bear  the  .shri.'ks 
of  the  (diild,  and  becar.ie  furious.  Drajr^ing  her  to  the 
door,  and  liitiii-  t!ir  lat>'h,  the  wuid  burst  in  with  a 
<doud  of  snow.  With  thr  y,  II  <,f  a  fien.l,  F  still  drag-ed 
her  on  and  hurled  her  out  ii:tn  the  darkness  and  the 
storm.  With  a  wild  "Ha  !  Ifa  !"  I  elosed  the  door  au.l 
turned  the  key.  lur  ])Iead;n;,'  moans  min;,rlinir  uith  the 
wail  of  l!ie  blast  and  the  (juick,  f,'raspinf,' shrieks  of  th.e 
babe.  Ilui  the  work  was  not  eomjdete.  I  turned  to 
the  be^l  wlie-e  my  .son  had  hidden,  and  drai:,L'ed  him 
out.  He  clun;,r  to  my  kmes.  and  callr.l  me  by  a  name 
I  was  unworthy  to  bear. 

My  eyes  rested  ujion  the  axe  in  the  corner,  an<l  I 
p-asped  it  with  th<'  determination  to  kill  him  The 
boy  saw  the  axe  and  sprang,'  for  the  window,  where  a 
blanket  was  tlu'  only  pi-otection  from  the  storm.  As 
he  sprang  out,  the  blow  I  leveled  at  his  head  f«dl  upoTi 
the  sill,  and  severed  his  hand  from  the  ann. 

It  was  morning  when  I  iwoke,  and  the  storm  hail 
ceased,  but  the  cold  was  intense.  I  first  secured  a 
drink  of  water,  and  then  kx^ked  in  the  accustomed 
place  for  ?  as  I  missed  her  for  liie  fimt  time.     A 

shadowy   s  of  »^oP)e  rihie   niglitrnare    r.egan    to. 
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(lawn  upon  my  wandering  miml.  I  thought  that  1  liad 
(Irnarnc'l  a  fearful  drearn,  and  invohintarily  opened 
tlie  door  with  a  shuddering  dread. 

As  the  door  open d  tlie  snow  burst  in,  followed  by 
the  fall  of  a  hard  body  across  the  threshold,  scaUering 
the  snow,  and  striking  the  flo<ir  with  a  shai-p  quick 
{>ound.  My  lilood  shot  like  red  hot  arrows  through  my 
viens,  aiul  I  rubl)(>d  my  eyes  to  shut  out  the  light.  It 
was — it — GckI,  how  terrible! — it  was  my  own  injured 
Mary  and  her  babe,  frozen  to  ice!  The  ever  true 
niotht  r  liad  bowed  hei-self  over  the  child  to  shield  it, 
a;ul  wi'anned  her  own  ck)thing  around  it,  leaving  her 
ow::  person  stark  an<l  l)ari»  to  tlie  stomi.  She  had 
))laced  her  hair  over  the  face  of  the  child,  and  the  sleet 
liad  frozen  it  to  tl  whit(>  cheek.  The  frost  was  white 
in  its  half-open  eyes  and  upon  its  tiny  fingers.  T  knew 
i;ot  wh.'.t  became  of  my  boy. 

I  \\;!s  arrested,  and  for  months  raved  in  delirium.  I 
was  sent  to  prison  for  ten  years,  but  its  tortures  were 
nothing  compared  to  those  in  my  own  bosom.  God 
knows  I  am  not  a  fanatic,  but  I  hate  the  drink.  I  wi.sh 
to  injure  no  one.  but  while  I  live,  let  me  strive  to  warn 
othei-s  not  to  enter  the  path  which  has  been  so  dark 
and  fearful  to  me. 

T  won  d  see  my  angel  child  in  the  better  land, 
where,  God  .\lmighty  l)e  thanked,  rum  is  not  sold,  and 
drunkenres  is  not.  If  there  is  one  here  this  night  who 
I'.as  been  as  I  have  been,  let  me  beseech  him  as  a 
brother  whom  I  love,  by  the  dark  and  beaconless  past, 
by  all  that  is  yet  left  amid  the  ruins  of  the  present,  and 
all  that  man  can  hope  in  the  future — let  him  come  and 
sign  the  pledge  ! — Sel. 


LIFK'S    PATH  WAV.  •j-:; 

CONVERSION  OF  A  BURGLAR 

Valfiiliiit'  Burke  was  his  name.  \\v  was  an  olil- 
tiiiio  l)iir','la:-.  wilh  kit  and  j^mih  always  ivady  lor  nsr. 
His  pielurt'  adonu'd  many  a  io.,'Mt''s  Kalh-ry,  for  jiurkf 
was  a  real  l)iii-<,dar.  and  none  of  your  i-hcap  ainatfins. 
He  had  a  c<)ura<(f  born  ot  many  dfsjKM-att-  "johs." 
Twenty  years  of  his  life  liurk.'  had  spent  in  prison, 
here  and  there.  He  was  a  hij,',  stron-,'  fellow,  with  ii 
hard  face,  and  a  terrible  ton^'ue  lor  swcarin;,',  especially 
at  sheriffs  and  jailers,  who  were  his  natural  ln)rii 
enemies.  There  nnist  have  been  a  streak  of  juanluKHl, 
or  a  tender  spot  somewhere  about  him.  you  will  say, 
or  this  story  eould  hardly  have  been  written.  I,  for 
one,  have  yet  to  find  the  man  who  is  wholly  f,'onf  to 
the  bad.  and  is  beyond  the  reach  of  man  or  (nul.  If 
yon  have,  skip  this  story,  for  it  is  a  true  otu',  just  as 
Mr.  Moody  told  it  to  me  in  October,  u])  in  Rattleboro, 
Vt.  .And  now  that  dear  Mornly  is  dead,  and  has  spent 
his  first  Christmas  in  lieaven,  1  remember  how  the  bi<,' 
teal's  fell  from  his  eyes  as  he  told  it,  and  I  am  thinkinf' 
how  happy  he  and  liurke  are,  talkinf^  it  over  together 
np  there,  wliei'c  Burke  has  been  waiting  for  him  these 
long  years. 

It  was  twe'ity-five  years  or  more  ago  that  it  hap- 
j)ened.  MockIv  was  young  then,  and  not  long  in  the 
ministry.  He  came  to  St.  TiOuis  to  lead  a  union  re- 
vival meeting,  aiid  the  Ghhr-Di'mornit  announced  tliat 
it  was  going  to  ]))-int  every  word  he  said — .sermon, 
pra.yer,  and  exhortation.  Moody  said  it  mad»'  him 
quake  inwardly  when  he  read  this,  but  he  made  up 
his  mind  that  he  "'would  weave  in  a  lot  of  Scripture 
for  the  Glnhc-Dr»iormt  to  print,  and  that  might  count. 
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if  his  own  poor  words  should  fail."  He  did  it,  and  hi^^ 
printed  Kermons  from  day  to  day  were  sprinkled  with 
Bible  texts.  The  reporters  tried  their  cunning  at  put- 
ting big,  blazing  headlines  at  the  top  of  the  eolumns. 
Everybody  was  either  hearing  or  reading  the  sermons. 
Burke  was  iti  the  St.  Louis  jail,  awaiting  trial  for  some 
piece  of  daring.  Solitary  confinement  waw  wearing  on 
him,  and  he  put  his  time  in  railing  at  the  guard,  or 
damtn'ng  the  sheriff  on  his  daily  rounds.  It  was  meat 
and  driid<  to  Burke  Ui  curse  a  sheriff.  Somebody  threw 
a  Glnhc-Dcmorrat  into  his  cell,  and  the  first  thing  that 
caught  (lis  eye  was  a  big  headline  like  this  :  "TIow  the 
jailer  at  Philippi  got  caught."  It  was  just  what  Burke 
wanted,  and  he  sat  down  with  a  chuckle  to  read  the 
story  of  the  jailer's  discomfiture. 

"IMiilippi!"  he  said,  "that's  up  in  Illinois.  I've 
been  in  that  town." 

Somehow  the  reading  had  a  strange  look,  out  of  the 
usual  newspaper  way.  It  was  Moody's  sermon  of  the 
night  before.  "What  rot  is  this'.'"  asked  Burke.  "Paul 
and  Silas,  a  great  earthquake — what  must  I  do  to  be 
eaved'.'  Has  the  Globe-Democrat  got  to  printing  such 
stuff'.'"  Hf  looked  at  the  date.  Yes.  it  was  Friday 
morning's  paper,  fresli  from  the  press.  Burke  threw 
it  down  with  an  oath,  and  walked  about  his  cell  like 
a  caged  lion.  By-and-by  he  took  up  the  paper,  and 
rend  the  seniion  tlirough.  The  rer^tless  fit  grew  on 
him.  Again  and  again  he  picked  up  the  paper,  and 
read  its  strange  story.  It  was  then  that  a  something, 
from  whence  he  did  not  then  know,  came  into  the 
burglar's  heart,  and  cut  its  way  to  the  quick.  "What 
does  it  mean?"  he  began  askiufj.     "Twentv  vears  and 
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more  I  have  lu'cn  a  j.iil-hircl.  but  I  movit  felt  like  this. 
What  is  it  to  bt-  saved  anywa.y ".'  I'vf  lived  a  dog's  Hfe, 
and  am  getting  tired  of  it.  If  there  is  win-h  a  (lod  ns 
that  prtaehcr  i>:  telling  about,  1  belit-ve  I'll  find  it  out 
if  it  kills  me  to  do  it."  lie  found  it  out.  Away  toward 
nudriight,  after  hours  of  l)itter  remorse  over  his  wasted 
life,  !ind  loi^ely  and  brok"n  prayers,  the  fiixt  time  since 
he  was  a  child  at  his  motlier's  knee,  T)urk<^  I.-ariu'd  that 
there  is  a  fWxl  who  is  able  and  willing  to  blot  out  the 
darkness  and  bloodiest  record  at  a  single  stroke  Tlicn 
lie  waited  for  da\ — a  new  creature,  crying  and  laughing 
by  turns. 

Xc\t  morning,  when  the  guard  ca.iic  round.  liurkc 
had  a  pleasant  word  for  hini.  a?!(l  the  guard  (>yc.l  him 
in  wonder.  Wlu-n  the  sheriff  caine,  Burke  gn-ct'-d  him 
as  a  friend,  and  tokl  him  how  he  had  found  (iod.  aftt-r 
reading  Moody's  si-rmoji. 

"Jiin,"  said  the  sheriff  to  the  guard,  "you'd  better 
keep  an  eye  on  Rurke.  Pie's  playing  the  jjious  dcxlge, 
and  the  first  chance  he  gets  he  will  be  out  of  here." 

In  a  few  weeks  Rurke  came  to  trial,  but  the  case, 
through  .«ome  legal  entanglement,  failed,  and  he  was 
released.  Friendless,  an  ex-burglar  ii  >  big  city,  known 
only  as  a  daring  crinu'iuil,  he  had  a  hard  time  for 
months  in  shame  and  sc^rrow.  ]\Ien  looked  iit  his  face 
when  he  asked  for  work,  and  upon  its  evidence  turned 
him  away.  Rut  jioor  Rurke  was  as  brave  as  a  Christian 
as  he  had  been  as  a  burglar,  and  stnigfjled  on.  Mootly 
told  liow  the  po<-)r  fellow,  seeing  that  his  sin-blurred 
features  were  making  against  him,  asked  the  I.onl  iii 
prayer,  "it  tic  would  make  him  a  better-looking  man, 
so  that  he  could  get  an  honest  job.     You  will  smile  at 
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thin,  I  know,  hut  M)iiu'tliin}^  or  soiiii'IkhIv  rt'ully  an- 
swered the  prayt-r,  for  Moody  said  a  year  from  that 
time  when  lie  nut  Biirkf  in  Chica^'o,  he  was  as  fine  a 
loi^jkinj^  man  as  iu-  knt'W.  I  eaniiot  help  thinkin;;  it 
was  the  IiOr<l  wlio  did  it  fni'  liim,  in  answt-r  to  hi«  ehild- 
hke  faith.  Shifting'  to  and  fro,  wantiii},'  miu-h  to  fin<l 
steady  work,  liurkc  went  to  New  York,  Jioping,  far 
from  his  old  haunts,  to  find  peace  and  honest  lalxir. 
He  di'^  not  sueeeed,  and  aftor  six  months,  eame  back 
to  St.  Louis,  much  discoiira<,'ed,  hut  still  holding  fast 
to  the  (lod  he  had  found  in  his  i)ris<M\  cell.  One  day 
there  came  a  message  from  tfie  sheriff  that  he  was 
wanted  i't  the  court-house,  and  Burke  obeyed  with  a 
heavy  heart. 

"Some  old  case  they've  got  against  me,"  he  said; 
"but,  if  I'm  guilty,  I'll  tell  them  so;  Tve  done  lying." 

"Where  have  you  been,  Burke?" 

"In  New  York." 

"Wliat  have  yon  been  doing  there?" 

"Trying  to  find  a  decent  job,"  said  Burke. 

"Have  you  kept  a  good  grip  on  the  religion  you  told 
me  about'.'"  inquired  the  sheriff. 

"Y'es,"  answered  Burke,  looking  him  straight  in  tht; 
eye.  "I  hav..-  had  a  hard  time,  but  I  liaven't  lof^t  my 
religion." 

It  was  then  the  tide  began  to  turn. 

"Burke,"  said  the  sheriff,  "I  have  had  you  shadow- 
ed every  day  you  were  in  New  Y'ork.  I  suspected  that 
your  religion  was  a  fraud.  But  I  want  to  say  that  I 
know  you've  lived  an  honest,  Christian  life,  and  I  am 
going  to  give  you  a  deputy  ship  under  me.  You  can 
begin  at  once." 
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II  lif;,'!tii.  Uv  Hvt  \m  fiic«!  likf  11  Hint.  >t.a(lil_v. 
itnd  witii  (l«.<;;;i'.l  faitlifulin-t^h,  tlu"  old  hiiiKlur  went 
ftbout  hi«  duties,  until  men,  Iii^'li  in  busiiitss.  bt>j,'aii  to 
tip  tlirir  liats  to  liini,  and  talk  of  him  at  tlu-ir  clidis. 

Moodv  wa.s  pas.sin^  thront,'li  tlu"  city,  and  stopprd 
off  an  hour  to  nic-t  liurkr.  who  loved  nobody  !i«  h.-  di<l 
thf  man  who  con  vertex  1  liim.  .MtMuly  told  how  lie  found 
him  in  a  cI-m'  room,  up.staiiv  in  the  court-housf,  svrv- 
iiif,'  as  trusted  f,'uai-d  over  a  haj;  of  diamonds.  Hiirkc 
K.'t  with  a  saek  of  thf  ^'crm  in  hi.s  laj)  and  n  j.'un  on 
tlio  table.  There  were  $()0,0()(»  woitii  of  dianioii(U  in 
the  .-^aek. 

"M(KKly,"'  he  Kaid.  "see  what  the  ^Taee  of  God  ean 
do  for  a  bur^dar!  I.ook  at  this!  The  wlu^riff  picked  me 
out  of  the  force  to  puard  it."  Then  he  cried  like  a 
child  as  lie  lit  Id  up  the  ^ditleiinK  stones  for  M(K)dy  to 
see. 

Years  afterward,  the  churehes  of  St.  Louis  had 
made  ready  and  wf>re  waitiiifj;  for  the  comiu}^  of  an 
eviiiip^elist  who  was  to  lead  the  meeting,';  but  something 
happened  and  lu'  did  not  come.  The  piuiloiv  wtre  in 
sore  trouble,  until  one  of  them  suggested  that  they 
send  for  Valentine  Burke  to  lead  the  meeting  for  them. 
Burke  led  night  after  night,  and  many  hard  men  of  the 
city  came  to  hear  him,  and  many  henrt«  were  turned, 
as  Burke's  had  been,  frrjm  lives  of  crime  and  shame 
t-o  clean  ("liristian  living.  There  is  no  more  beautiful 
or  pathetic  story  than  that  of  Burke's  gentle  story  and 
faithful  life  and  service  in  the  city  when'  he  ha<l  been 
chief  of  siimers. 

How  long  he  lived  I  do  not  recall,  but  Mrxidy  told 
Uic  of  his  fiaura],  and  how  the  rich  and  the  poor,  the 
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HuititH  Riul  tlio  Miniifi's,  Clinic  to  ii ;  and  how  the  biu 
men  of  the  city  couhl  not  Huy  enough  over  the  coffin 
of  Valentine  Burke.  And,  to  thin  day,  there  nre  not 
n  few  in  that  city  whose  hcartK  soften  with  ii  Htninge 
ten(h>rnesrt  when  the  name  of  the  hurghir  is  recaMed. 
—Scl. 

A  DYING  TESTIMONY 

I  was  alone  at  midnight  with  an  aged  wonum, 
whose  days  were  nearly  s[)ent.  "You  are  not  afraid  to 
^:ttty  with  nie  while  I  die,"  whe  said,  "for  Christ  is 
here."     After  a  pause,  she  continued  : 

"I  have  a  f"W  words  to  say  to  you,  then  I  will  go 
to  slei'p.  I  am  the  last  of  my  family;  for  a  huntlred 
and  fifty  years  the  promises  of  (lod  have  never  failed 
us.  He  has  been  our  ever-present  Help,  an<l  our  gra- 
cious Friend.  For  a  huiidn-d  and  fifty  years,  no  one 
has  died  in  our  family  wh«)  had  not  liope  in  Christ. 
The  youths  and  adults  slei)t  in  Jesus;  and  Christ  took 
the  lambs  that  He  called  from  us  and  bore  them  over 
the  dark  wateis, — and  over  thost-  waters  I  am  now 
going.  ()  Father,  'Thy  rod  and  Thy  staff,  they  com- 
fort me.'  To  you  1  leave  niy  old  Piible,  and  finally,  I 
have  a  testimony  for  you  to  give  to  as  many  as  you 
can  ill  my  name,  that  after  nixty-one  years,  wherein  1 
have  professed  the  name  of  Christ.  I  can  say  that  the 
Lord  hatli  done  great  things  for  me,  whereof  I  am 
glad;  and  I  know  that  my  KedetMiier  liveth.  Even  so, 
come,  Lord  Jesus." 

In  a  few  moments  she  was  dead.  T  kept  the  Bible 
as  a  precious  memento  of  a  family  of  whom  it  could  be 
said  that  they  had  all  died  believers. — Sel. 
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IN  F.TERNITY  IN  ONH  HOUR 


A  \oiing  iniiii  wIk)  had  been  putting  off  tln'  subjtH,'t 
<)\  n  liKiiiM  WHS  <iiu'  Any  thrown  from  Iuh  liorwe,  aiul 
nirrit'd  into  'he  rit'iin'Ht  hotis*'.  On  being  told  that  he 
I'ould  not  live  an  hour,  he  cried  out : 

"Must  I  ;^o  ijito  etcriiitv  in  im  hour'.'  Must  I  stiind 
before  Miy  .Iiid;,'e  in  oni'  shfirt  hour'.'  (lod  knows,  I 
have  made  no  preparation  for  this  event  I  I  Imve 
heard  of  inipetiitent  youn<^  men  thus  smhh'nly  cut  off. 
but  it  never  occurred  to  iiic  that  i  sbouhl  b»'  one!  Oh, 
tell  Tne,  tell  me,  what  nuist   I  do  to  be  saved!" 

He  was  told  that  he  must  rrpi-nt  of  his  sins,  and 
l(K)k  to  Jesus  Christ  for  pardon. 

"But  I  <lo  not  know  how  to  i-.pent.  'I'bc  whole 
work  of  ni\  lifetiiiii'  is  erowdt-d  into  this  hour  of  ajjony. 
Oh  !  wluit  sliall  I  do  to  be  snvcd.'"  he  eontitnied  to  cry, 
with  an  eye  j,'larit'<,'  with  despfrntion. 

l)Ut  (batli  \\oid<l  not  wait,  nnd,  i-ryiiiiL,' out  for  aid 
and  instruction,  he  snidv  ni)on  his  j)iIIow,  and  in  a 
moment  was  in  fternitv. — Stl. 
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HOW  AN  INDIAN  WAS  CONVERTED 

III  tlie  back  wchuIs  of  Pennsylvania  ilien'  was  a  ri-m- 
nant  of  about  two  hundred  Indians  of  a  once  famous 
tribe.  They  were  loeated  in  the  wilderness  with  here 
and  there  a  little  patch  cleared.  They  used  to  ii'ake 
shin;,des  and  f:et  them  io  tlie  bank  of  the  Susiiuelinnna 
Eiver,  always  wanting  a  part  of  their  pay  in  wliiskey, 
and  this  mea»it  a  dance  a"d  a  genei'al  gfxid  time.  One. 
John  Johnson,  was  the  fiddler  niul  general  manager. 
He  had  a  wife  and  several  children,  the  two  eldest,  a 
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son  and  a  daiiglitoi'.     Tlio  youn<,'  woman  gave  nu'  the 
full  particulars  of  her  father'^  wonderful  conversion. 

He  was  an  excellent  player  on  the  violin,  and  had 
an  excelli'ut  instrunieiit.  The  trilie  had  been  attend- 
ing a  revival  meeting  at  the  school-house.  He  came 
home  one  night  from  the  meeting,  wife  and  children  at 
home.  There  was  the  old-fashioned  fireplace,  and  the 
Ktone  chimney,  and  a  good  fire  was  roaring,  hut  all 
noticed  that  the  father  appeared  vi-ry  solenni,  and  said 
nothing.  Ue  went  and  got  the  box  of  dominoes :  all 
wondered.  He  deliberately  threw  them  into  the  fire, 
remarking  as  he  did  it,  "I  have  servi-d  the  devil  long 
eiiougli  with  you."  Then  came  the  violin,  not  a  string 
was  touched ;  he  .^mashed  this  on  the  side  of  the  chim- 
ney, and  then  threw  it  on  the  fire. 

Till'  daughter  said:  "I  hatml  to  see  the  violin  go, 
but  he  threw  it  on  the  big  fire  and  said,  'I  have  -served 
the  devil  long  enough  with  you.'  His  plug  of  tobacco 
had  been  taken  from  his  pocliet,  juid  ms  lu'  thnw  it 
on  the  fire,  he  said,  'Xo  more  serving  the  devil  with 
you.' 

His  wife  and  all  the  children  were  sitting  in  a  row 
before  the  fire  while  all  this  was  going  on.  He  then 
said,  as  he  took  a  chair.  "Now,  let  us  pray." 

"We  all  got  down  on  our  knees,  and.  Oh,  how  I 
wish  you  could  have  heard  fathei-  pray.  He  said,  'I  am 
going  to  serve  Go<l.' 

"He  called  us  all  together  the  next  morning  and 
said,  'Let  us  pray. ' 

"Oh,  what  a  changed  home  I  Joy  came  into  our 
home  to  ^tay.  But  father's  trials  and  crosses  were  not 
done.     Mother  in  her  ill-health  had  acquired  the  habit 
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of  taking  opium  and  whisk  v  B\it  father  vvoukl  buy 
no  niorp  whiskey.  Ht  :ald  ii.i-  h<  was  done  serving 
the  (h'vii  with  whiskey  .;^.,i  t<)!<!  \,  v  to  pray  and  ask 
the  Lord  to  help  lier.  1  •':i(  r  hul  p.vcn  up  all  dancing, 
eard-phiying.  tohaeeo  and  whiskey.  I  jiitied  niotlier, 
hut  I  kn.'w  fatf"^r  wa.-;  right.  It  had  goiu"  ak)ng  ai)out 
two  months.  Motl:cr  tohl  father  that  he  must  cpiit 
liis  family  prayers;  she  would  have  no  more  of  it  unlcsH 
slic  could  luive  whiskey  and  opium.  Father  was  not 
ero.ss,  gave  no  utddiTd  word.  One  morning  she  said  to 
him  as  we  went  to  prayer,  'Ii  you  attempt  to  i)ray.  I'll 
])ut  a  shovel  of  coals  on  your  head.'  I  was  kneeling 
next  to  him.  I  couM  not  thiidv  she  would  <lo  it,  yet 
I  feared.  I  had  seen  him,  while  drunk,  tre.at  Ikm- 
terribly.  I  heard  her  tak'e  the  big  barn  sliovel.  She 
put  it  under  the  foristiek  aiid  heaped  it  with  live  coals. 
In  an  instant  she  turned  the  contents  on  he  toj)  of 
father's  head.  lie  jumped  up.  shook  the  fin»  out  of 
his  clothes,  then  said  calirdy,  'Mary,  you  must  not  do 
that  again.'  I  exjiected  to  see  him  knock  her  down, 
as  I  had  often  seen,  when  he  was  druidv.  Theiv  was 
about  ten  places  on  father's  head  and  neck  burned  to  a 
blister.  Mother,  already  in  the  first  stage  of  consump- 
tion, lingei-"il  fc)-  about  a  y,  a*',  wis  converted,  and,  I 
believe,   died   a  Christian." 

This  was  during  my  first  pastorate.  I  was  Brother 
.Tolmson's  jiastor  one  year  when  his  wife  died.  The 
fur>eral  was  very  uidike  m<  st  oi  the  ti'ibe.  I  ;ittended 
many  of  them,  but  this  wa';  lani-ely  attended  and  (piiet, 
After  the  funeral,  at  the  request  of  his  unconverted 
brother.  I  said.  "Your  brother  requested  me  to  talk 
to  you.   and  say   hie  was  afraid  you  would  go  back  to 
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your  old  habits."  Brother  Johnson  looked  at  me  with 
astonishment  and  said,  "Don't  you  believe  that  the 
God  that  has  kept  me  in  the  past  will  still  keep  me"? 
I  do.  He  will  keep  me."  And  He  did.  Two  years 
later  he  wa«  called  home,  passing  away  very  happy. 
—Sd. 
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ONE  NIGHT  TOO  LATE 

One  iiijrht  at  a  revival  meeting  a  3'oung  lady  was 
urged  to  repent.  She  said,  "I  will  seek  God  to-morrow 
night."  The  next  evening  her  mother  found  that  she 
intended  going  to  a  l)all  and  entreated  her  not  to  go. 

She  replied,  "I  will  go,  if  I  die,"  and  went  up  stair.-^ 
to  dress. 

Her  beau  soon  called  for  her.  She  was  called,  bul 
(lid  not  reply.  Her  mother  went  to  her  room,  found 
her  sitting  before  the  mirror,  her  lifeless  hand  placing 
a  bow  in  her  hair,  for  she  was  a  corpse.  She  lost  her 
dance,  her  life,  and  her  soul. — Scl. 

THE  SACRIFICE 

[Note.— The  Hindoos  are  tnu^'ht  that  thoy  must  offer  human 
sacrifices  to  appea.se  the  wrath  of  their  go<ls.  and  for  this  pur- 
pof<'  infants  are  thrown  into  their  sacred  river,  the  Gange.se. 1 

By  the  river  peacefully  flowing. 

.\  Hindu  mother  stands, 
.\  little  form  on  her  bosom 

She's  holding  with  trembling  hands. 

Nay,  tell  ni(>  not  that  she  hateth 

That  child  with  its  innocent  face. 
Each  heart-throb  t+'lls  that  she  lovers  it. 

Though  darkened  by  sin  her  race. 


MFE'S   PATHWAY. 

llvr  cyts.  lon^;  fixe*!  on  tho  water, 
Now  turn  to  her  home  on  the  sn<l ; 

All.  her  hoiirt  is  l)rcakin«.  breaking, 
But  she  must  appease  li<r  ginl. 

A  emcMxIile  basks  in  tlie  sunshine, 

Another  is  out  in  the  deep. 
And   veil  <|<ics  she  know,  with  hnrnir, 

Tlie  lat<'  of  the  child  asleep. 

But  she  raises  on  hij,'h  her  hunieii : 
A  spla-h— and  tlie  deed  is  dnne; 

With  empty  arms  she  is  standing,'; 
(ioiie.   ;roiie  is  her  little  oin'. 

<).  <<iuld   ynu  Imt  s<e  her  wetpin;,'! 

<  ».  enul  I   Vdii   l)Ut    hear  that   ery, 
'I'll  It  la-i   iaiiit  \\a:l  fr'i'ii  tlu'  wa'er. 

'1m    r<'-eii.'   yoii   ~urv.l\    xMudd    (ly. 

Tn  rescue  f'rnp>  and  its  bnnda^'e, 

Idnlatry's  -i  'inked  elia;;!; 

A    touch    tVniii  .ivi(!ui-   would   sever. 

l-.njnyiiiei;t    and  Ireeddin    n'lnain. 

I''id  s(  I lie  must  uo  there  and  tell  them 

That  .lesii,  Ikh  died  tor  all; 
One  sacritic!'  niVered   i"<  r  siniK^r-;; 

Whm'Ver   will   hear   (he   al;id   call, 

"May  come  with  tht  ir    ins  and  sorrows, 

No  hideous  i<lols  to  fear. 
But  a   Saviour  who  loves  the  heathen: 

The  problem  is.  how  shall  they  hear? 

Let  us  ask  for  a  Father's  guidance, 

Whatever  Ho  says,  then  do; 
If  give;  then  give  for  His  glory, 

And   go— if  He  cdls  for  you. 

— Mina  Fritchard. 
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A  HEiMARKABLE  INCIDENT 

The  following  incident  was  r.-latt-d  to  nu  hv  Mrs. 
I).  liradlfv,  of  Luc-know,  India.  Tlie  ciivumstances 
trun.spirt'd  in  that  citv. 

A   rnissioi  ary    lady    was    laboring    anionj,'    crrtain 
st'tdudt'd  Mohamnifdan  ladies.     She  was  seeking'  to  im- 
press  upon   their  minds   that    Christ   had   more   power 
than  Mahomet.     To  do  this,  she  read  and  commented 
upon  tin-  man  who  was  horn  blind,  and  how  the  Saviour 
healed  and  forgave  hi.s  sins,  and  the  blind  man  was  tlnio 
led  to  woi>5hip  tlie  Snviour.     (See  Jolm  ix.)     She  had 
no  thought  of  conveying  to  her  hearers  the  idea,  that- 
the  Saviour  would  reston-  the  blind  now;  l)ut  that  Tie 
Vii*;  able  to  do  this  and,  conserpiently,  Tie  alone  could 
forgive  sins,   and   to  lean   upon  other    support    woukl 
prove  a  broken  reed.     Present  at   the  interview  was  a 
lady  who  had  lost  l:er  sight.      SJie  could  oidy  discern 
light    from    darkness,    and   liad    been    told    by   eminent 
physicians  that  there  was  no  hoj)e  for  her,  only  by  a 
very  painful  operation,  and  tlien  it  was  ten  chances  to 
one  if  she  would  not  lose  her  sight  altogether.    Her  de- 
sire for  sight  was  so  great  that  her  heart  was  wrMng 
with  anguish  at  the  thought  that  she  would  never  again 
have  her  sight.     The  missionary  woman  took  great  in- 
terest in  the  case,   and  manifested  mucli   heart  sym- 
pathy.      The  next  time  the  missionary  returned,  she 
met  her  with  a  hapj^y  face,   having  the  assurance  of 
her  Saviour's  love — her  countenance  was  beaming  with 
joy,  and  her  sight  had  been  restored.     The  following  is 
the  substance  of  the  IMohammedan  lady's  c-n  storv : 

"After  you  left  me  the  other  day,  I  thought  I  would 
go  to  your  Jesus  and  see  what  He  could  do  for  me.     I 
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purified  a  plnco  and  niado  rt'ady,  so  that  at  the  regular 
season  of  prayer  (Mohammedans  pray  si'veii  times  a 
day),  I  told  Jesus  that  the  misfiionary  woman  had  I  ^on 
here,  and  she  had  said  that  Tie  eould  forpivo  sins  an<l 
restore  the  blind.  I  told  Him  that  the  missionary  wo- 
man said  He  was  in  heaven,  hut  that  He  looked  down 
and  saw  us  and  pitied  us,  and  heard  us  p.ay  just  the 
same  as  thiMigh  He  was  upon  earth.  I  then  told  Him 
that,  iis  He  was  not  down  here  personally,  I  would 
make  the  elay  and  put  it  on  my  eyes,  then  I  would  go 
and  wash,  and  trust  that  He  would  heal  my  eyes,  ""j 
went  and  waslied  and  caiiie  seeing,' — mv  eves  are  per- 
fectly restored.  Xow,"  said  the  poor  wonuiii,  whose 
heart  was  swelliuj:  witli  ^'ratitude  and  praise  to  Him 
who  had  not  oidy  healed  her  cyc^,  Ixit  had  lor<,nven 
her  sins.  "I  shall  hereafter  l)e|;,.vc  in  vour  .fesus  " 

WHERH  AM  I  GOING? 

.\s  the  sun  was  ^.'oin;^;  down  one  fine  summer  even- 
ing, a  man  was  setni  trying  to  nuike  his  way  through 
the  lanes  and  cross-roads  that  led  to  his  village  home. 
His  unsteady,  staggering  way  of  walking  showed  that 
he  had  been  drijdxing,  and  though  he  had  lived  in  that 
village  more  than  thirty  years,  he  was  now  so  drunk 
that  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  find  his  way  home. 

Quite  unable  to  tell  where  he  was,  at  last  he  uttered 
a  dreadful  oath,  and  said  to  a  per.>on  going  by,  "I've 
lost  mv  wav.     Where  am  I  goinc?" 

The  man  thus  addressed  was  an  earnest  Christian. 
He  knew  the  poor  dnmkard  ver^-  well,  and  pitied  him 
greatly.  When  he  heard  the  inquiry,  "Where  am  1  go- 
ing?" in  a  quiet,  sad.  solemn  way.  he  answered; 
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"To  ruin." 

The  poor  staggering  man  stared  at  him  wildly  for 
a  moment,  and  then  murmured,  with  a  groan  :  "That's 
so." 

"Come  with  me,"  eaid  the  other  kindly,  "and  I'll 
take  you  home.' 

The  next  day  the  effect  of  the  drink  had  passed 
away,  but  those  two  words,  .so  tenderly  and  lovingly 
spoken,  did  not  pass  away.  "To  ruin!  To  ruin!"  he 
kept  whispering  to  himself.  "It  is  true  I  am  going  to 
ruin,     ()  (iotl,  help  me,  and  save  me!" 

Thu.s  li(^  was  stopped  on  his  way  to  ruin.  By  earnest 
prayer  to  GoJ  he  sought  the  grace  which  made  him  a 
true  Christian.  It  was  a  rock  broad  enough  to  reach 
that  poor,  miserable  drunkard,  and  it  lifted  him  up 
from  his  wretchedness,  and  made  a  useful,  happy  man 
of  him. — Sel. 

A  THRILLING  APPEAL 

At  a  certain  town-meeting  the  question  came  up 
whellier  any  person  should  bo  licensed  to  sell  liquor. 

The  clergyman,  the  deacon,  the  physician,  strange 
as  it  may  appear,  all  favored  it.  One  man  onlj-  spoke 
against  it  because  of  the  mischief  it  did.  The  question 
was  about  to  be  put,  when  there  arose  from  one  comer 
of  the  room  a  miserable  woman.  She  was  thinly  clad 
and  her  appearance  indicated  the  utmost  wretchedness, 
and  that  her  mortal  career  was  almost  closed.  After  a 
moment's  silence,  and  all  eyes  being  fixed  on  her,  she 
stretched  her  attenuated  body  to  its  utmost  height,  and 
her  long  arms  to  their  greatest  length,  and  then  raising 
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hor  voice  to  a  shrill  piu.-h,  eihe  (•alh-d  all  to  look  ujhji. 
her. 

"K'-s,"  she  Kuid.  "look  upon  me,  and  then,  hear 
me.  All  that  the  laKl  .><peake'-  has  huid  relative  to  tem- 
perate driiikin-  as  heinj,'  the  father  of  drunkeimehs.  in 
true.  All  practice,  all  experience  declare  its  truth.  All 
drinkin;,'  of  alcoholic  poison  as  a  beverage  in  health,  in 
exee.s.s.  Look  upon  nie  !  You  all  know  me,  or  once  did. 
You  all  know  I  was  once  rniwtress  of  the  he.st  farm  in 
town;  you  all  know,  too,  I  had  one  of  the  best,  thr 
most  devoted  of  husbands.  You  all  know  that  1  had 
five  iioble-luiuted,  iiulustrious  boys.  Where  are  they 
now".'  Doetijr.  wiiere  are  they  now'.'  You  all  know. 
You  all  know  tlu-y  lie  in  a  row,  side  by  side,  in  yonder 
churchyard:  all— every  one  of  thein.  filling  a  drunk- 
aid's  ;,Miive:  Tlie.N  Were  all  tau;,'lit  lo  believe  that  tem- 
perate drinkin-,'  was  saft — that  excess  alone  ought,  to 
be  avoided:  tiiid  they  never  acknowledged  excess.  They 
quoted  you,  and  you,  and  you,"  pointing  her  shred  of  a 
finger  at  the  ministiT,  ileacon  and  doctor,  "as  author- 
't.y-  'f^fifv  thought  themselves  safe  under  such  teach- 
ers. But  T  saw  the  gnulual  change  coming  over  my 
family,  and  its  pnispects,  with  dismay  and  horror.  I 
felt  wo  were  all  to  be  overwhelmed  in  one  common  ruin. 
T  tried  to  ward  off  the  blow;  I  tried  to  break  the  spell, 
the  delusive  spell,  in  which  the  idea  of  the  benefits  of 
temperate  drinking  Lad  involved  my  husband  and  son8. 
1  begged,  I  prayed,  but  the  odds  were  against  me.  The 
niinister  said  the  poison  that  was  destroying  my  lius- 
band  ami  boys  was  a  good  creature  of  God ;  the  deacon 
who  site  under  the  pulpit  there,  and  took  our  farm  to 
pay  his  run,  bills,  sold  them  the  poison ;  the  doctor  said 
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n  littlf  \va«  f^'ood,  and  that  cxi-css  oidy  ou}j;lit  t(i  bt^ 
avoided.  .\Iy  f)Oor  hushund  and  my  dear  hoys  fell  into 
the  snare,  and  couhl  not  escajiO ;  and  one  after  another 
were  conveyed  to  the  sorrowful  <,'rave  of  the  drunUurd. 
Now.  l(M)k  at  nie  again.  You  probably  see  me  for  the 
last  time.  My  saiuls  have  almost  run.  I  have  dragged 
my  exhausted  frame  from  my  present  home — your 
poor-house — to  warn  you  all,  to  wani  you,  deacon,  to 
warii  you.  'false  teacher  of  (iod'n  Word  I'  "  and  with 
litM*  arms  flung  high,  and  her  tall  fonn  stretched  to  its 
utmost,  and  her  voicie  raised  to  an  unearthly  pitcli,  she 
exclaimed:  "I  nhall  soon  t^tand  before  the  judgment 
seat  of  (jod.  I  shall  meet  you  there,  you  false  guides, 
juul  be  a  witness  against  you  all!" 

The  miserable  woirum  vanished.  A  dead  silence 
])erva^led  the  assembly;  the  mim'ster,  the  deacon  and 
physician  hung  their  heads;  and  when  the  president 
of  the  meeting  put  the  question,  "Shall  any  licenses 
be  granted  for  the  sale  of  spirituous  Hqiioi-s?"  the 
uiumimous  response  was  "NO  I" — Scl. 

WHITER  THAN  SNOW 

1)1  oiu^  of  the  beautiful  palaces  of  England,  there 
lived  a  nobleman  who  was  not  a  Christian,  and  never 
went  to  church.  He  had  a  lovely  little  girl  alx)ut  six 
years  old.  Her  name  was  Alberta.  She  wa«  the  delight 
of  her  father's  heart.  One  day  she  was  alone  with  hnn 
in  his  library,  engaged  in  play.  Presently  she  stopped 
her  play,  and  looking  earnestly  into  her  father's  face, 
she  said  : 

"Papa,  do  you  know  anything  whiter  than  snow?" 
"No,  my  darUng."  said  he,  "there  isn't  anything 
whiter  than  snow." 
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'Oh.  l)Mt  tluTc  Ik,"  sakl  th.'  cliild. 

"I'ray,  what  is  it,  rny  child'.'"  he  ask.<I. 

"FathtT,  the  HOL'l  washed  in  the  hUyod  of  the  Lord 
Jet^us  is  whiter  than  snow." 

The  nohlenian  was  ^uij)i-,sed  and  displeased  at  this. 
He  had  never  taM;,'ht  Ins  ciiild  anvthint,'  alM)iit  ndi^ion, 
and  did  not  want  to  have  anyone  else  teaeh  it  to  her. 

"Who  tan;;ht  you  tliat,  my  eliild'.'"  he  asked. 

"Mary,  my  nurse,"  wius  her  reply. 

Her  father  ranj?  a  b(dl,  and  presei.tly  a  servant  ap- 
peared. "Tell  Mary,  the  nurse  of  .Mherta,  t>  eoine 
here  at  once."  The  nurse  came.  She  was  asked  if  she 
had  Taught  Alberta  this  about  the  blood  of  Christ.  She 
admitted  that  she  had.  Tht  .1  the  nobleman  said,  "'. 
cannot  allow  you,  or  anyone  else,  to  undertake  to  teach 
my  child  sucli  things."  .\nd  then  taking  out  his  watch 
he  said,  "You  can  go  to  the  .steward  and  get  the  wages 
due  you,  and  then  leave  the  ca.stle  within  an  hour." 

Not  long  after  this,  a  royal  prince  came  t-o  spend  a 
Jew  days  with  this  nob!.  ,um.  It  wius  the  occasion  of 
great  rejoicing  to  all  in  the  castle.  One  day,  during  this 
visit,  the  prince  was  sitting  with  the  nobleman  in  liis 
library  engaged  in  coversation.  Alberta  was  playing 
with  her  doll.  The  prince  called  her  to  him,  and  taking 
her  on  his  knee  Inul  a  talk  with  her.  Presently  she, 
fixed  her  large  eyes  on  his  face  and  said  : 

"Prince  do  you  know  anything  that  is  whiter  than 
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"No,  dear,"  said  ho,  "I  have  never  heard  of  any- 
thing that  was  whiter  tiian  snow;  have  you'.'" 

"Oh,  yes,  prince;  the  soul  irashrd  from  its  sins  in 
the  blond  of  Jrsus  Christ  is  ic'Uitrr  than  snou-." 
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There  wan  silt>nc('  in  Uu'  lihrnrv  aftvr  this.  Neither 
the  prince,  nor  the  nobleman  had  u  word  to  say.  But 
the  rejM'utinf^  of  these  wonls  of  liis  child  had  a  strange 
effect,  on  Alhcrta'.s  father.  It  led  him  to  thinlc  and  pray 
over  it.  Before  long,  he  became  a  Christian.  Alberta '« 
nui"Ke,  .Mary,  was  brought  back  to  t!ie  castle.  Slie  was 
restored  to  her  old  place  and  told  (hat  she  mi^'ht  talk  to 
the  cliild  about  Jesus  as  much  as  she  pleased. — SrJ , 

MARY  LEADING   HER   PAPA  TO  CHRIST 

In  a  town  in  one  of  the  wtsti-in  states  there  was  u 
fajuily  ^if  Roman  Catholics,  consistinjT  of  the  father  and 
mother,  and  a  little  pjirl  nameri  Mary,  about  •^even  years 
old.  There  was  no  Catii  •  church  within  reaeh,  .so 
Mary  was  allowed  to  «^<^  to  u  I'rotcstaiit  Sunday-schcKil. 
The  father  of  the  family  was  taken  sudc'enly  very  ill. 
Thinkinji  he  was  jjoing  tf)  die,  and  knowiiif,'  that  he  wtwi 
not  ready,  he  bcc-.Tnu'  xi^ry  much  troubled  about  his 
sins,  uiie  ni^ht  he  awoke,  aiul  wiis  in  such  preat  dis- 
tress that  he  bef:;;.^ed  his  wife  to  jii'ay  for  him.  She 
.said  she  had  never  prayed  for  heiNidf  and  did  not  how- 
to  pray. 

"Oh,  what  shall  I  do  for  )ny  poor  soul'.'"  cried  the 
Kiek  maJi. 

"Perhaps,"  said  his  wife,  "our  little  Mary  can  pray, 
for  she  has  been  poing  to  Sunday-sclK)ol  for  a  ;iood 
while. " 

"(lO  and  call  her  at  oiu'e,"  he  said. 

Her  mother  went  upstairs  to  Mary's  room  ;  she  was 
fast  asleep.  She  awoke  her,  wrapped  a  shawl  around 
her,  carried  her  downstairs,  ai:d  s(>ated  her  on  her 
father's  bed. 


'  mmmfi'vms'viamBm7:uarjre:^tg,^JS!^^  ■.jz^;mf 


^  *^^,j3amr. 


LIFKS  PATHWAY. 


231 


L 


"Mary,  my  child,  can  you  pruy'.'"  uHkcd  her  fnthor, 
with  grout  eunio^tncKi^. 

"Oh,  yes,  father,  I  can,"  she  said. 

"Will  ymi  knot'l  clown  uiul  pray  for  your  [mor 
futhrrV" 

"Yes  I  will  pruy  for  you." 

So  she  kncejr'd  down,  and  puttirii,'  up  her  littlo 
hands,  «iip  said  :  "Our  Father,  which  art  in  heavt'n" — 
poiiii:  thioiiqh  the  Lord■^i  pniyer.  Then  «he  prayed  in 
her  own  lanj:ua{;e.  She  .isked  (Jod  to  have  nii-rcv  on 
her  father,  to  pardon  hi.s  Kin«,'  to  teach  him  to  love 
Jesus,  and  make  him  uill  a^'ain,  for  .Iosur'  *?ake.  When 
«ho  had  fiiiishe<l,  her  father  said  : 

"Mary,  will  you  read  to  nif  from  the  Ilii)Ie".'" 

"Yes,  I  will,  father,"  she  said. 

Tiii'n  she  ;,'<)t  inr  Hilile,  and  began  to  read  tlie  thinl 
chapter  of  St.  John.  She  reiul  on  vmtil  she  came  to 
these  words  ".\s  Moses  liftt'd  up  the  serpent  in  the  wil- 
f"  -.s,  even  so  the  Son  of  .Man  nnist  he  lifted  up,  that 
rt..  .lever  helievetl;  on  llim  should  not  perish,  hut 
havi'  everlasting^  life."  When  her  father  heard  this, 
he  said,  "Oh,  Mary,  is  that  there?" 

"Yes,  father,  it  is  here;  and  thest;  are  the  very 
words  tliat  Jesus  said." 

"Well  that  is  just  what  1  want." 

"Yes,  father;  but  hear  the  rest  of  it:  'For  God  so 
loved  tlie  world  that  lie  gave  His  only  begotten  Son, 
that  whosoever  believeth  in  Him,  .should  not  parish, 
but  have  everlasting  life.' 

"Oh,  that  is  for  me,  a  poor  sinner  like  me.  'Who- 
soever believeth  in  Tlim.'  I  can  believe  in  Him,  I  do 
believe  in  him."     Mary's  father  was  saved. — Scl. 
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A  LITTLE  DELAY 

During  tlu'  c-Iosinp  K«'rvic«'H  on  Sabbath  my  oyes 
rfwt.-il  on  u  lovely  youth.  I  ai)|>r()iifht>(l  him  and  ex- 
horted him  to  repentanc*'  throu^'li  th.-  I,ord  Jesus 
Christ.  lie  replied  :  "I  am  nob  ready  now.  but  in  two 
weeks  I  am  rewolved  to  seek  the  walvation  of  my  soul." 
A  few  days  after  this,  a  minist^-r  was  summoned  to 
visit  hini  on  a  bed  of  «iekne«M.  He  said  to  the  miniHter, 
"I  attended  a  meeting  on  Sabbath  where  I  wm  invited 
to  Keek  the  Saviour.  I  replied  that  I  was  not  ready 
then,  and  now  I  um  not  ready  to  die." 

On  a  sulwequent  vis^t  the  youth  exclaimed,  "I  was 
not  ready  to  seek  God  at  the  meeting;  I  wiw  not  ready 
to  die  when  the  mes^iage  eame,  and  now  I  am  not  ready 
to  lie  down  in  hell !  My  tw<;  weeks  hav.>  not  yet  elapsed 
when  I  hoped  to  have  made  my  peace  with  God,  and 
eickness  and  death  and  hell  have  overtaken  me,  and  I 
am  forever  lost."— ib'c/. 
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JESUS  WILL  GO  WITH  ME 

A  little  girl  only  four  years  old  was  taken  sick  and 
was  very  ill.  One  day  while  her  father  was  r?itting  by 
her  bedside,  she  turned  to  him  and  asked  this  question  : 

"Papa,  does  the  doctor  think  I  shall  dieV" 

With  a  very  sad  heart,  her  father  said,  "my  darling, 
the  doctor  is  afraid  you  cannot  live." 

Then  her  face  grew  very  sad.  She  thought  a  while 
about  the  dark  grave.*  into  which  she  had  sometimes 
looked,  down  where  people  were  buried.  Her  eyes 
filled  with  tears  as  she  said, 
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"I'apu,  thr  fjnivf  Ik  diwk.  Oh.  it's  very  .lurk. 
Wont'  you  no  down  witli  nii»  into  it.'" 

With  a  burstinf,'  hcArt  hrr  futhrr  toI<|  h,  r  hv  t-ould 
not  K'>  witli  Iwr  until  thf  F.onl  calh-d  him. 

"I'apH,   won't  you   let  nmnuiui  ^'o  with   nit'.'' 

It  Mhii<>>t  imjkv  th.'  fathi-r  H  hiiirt  to  t.jl  h.r  that, 
much  as  hir  nianinui  lovi'd  her,  sli-'  coiilfl  not  j,'o  with 
her  t'itluT.  The  \Hxtv  chiM  turiu-d  her  fiic-  to  the  wall 
and  wept.  YoiMiK'  a«  .she  was,  shf  ha<l  hren  taught 
ahout  Je.sus  as  the  Frituwl  and  Saviour  of  sinner's.  She 
poured  out  her  little  heart  in  pray.r  t<»  Iliin,  with  a 
child 'k  full  faith,  and  found  tdiufort.  S(»on  slu-  turned 
to  her  father  a^'ain  with  a  fa<'r  all  li^litfd  u|)  with  joy, 
and  said  : 

"Papa,  the  f,'rave  is  not  dark  now;  Jesus  will  po 
with  me." — Scl. 

WHICH  IS  BEST? 

An  infidrl  was  delivenn<^  a  lecture  at  Northampton, 
England,  and  at  the.  close  ho  challenged  diseus»vion. 
Who  should  accept  the  challenge  but  an  old  l)ent  wo- 
man, in  most  antiquated  attire,  who  went  >ip  to  the 
lecturer  and  said  : 

"Sir,  I  havt>  a  question  t-o  put  to  you." 

"Well,  my  good  woman,  what  is  it?" 

"Ten  years  ago,"  she  said,  "I  was  left  a  widow 
with  eight  little  children  unprovided  for,  and  nothing 
to  calJ  my  own  but  this  Bible.  By  its  direction,  and 
looking  to  God  for  strength.  I  have  i/eeu  enabled  to 
feed  myself  and  my  family.  1  am  now  tottering  to  my 
grave,  and  I  am  perfectly  hannv  he;  :U!Kf>  T  Kv-sk  fr-.r- 
ward   to  a  life  of  immortality  with   Jesus   iji   heaven. 
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That's  what  my  religion  has  done  for  me.  WTiat  has 
your  way  done  for  you?" 

"Well,  my  good  friend,  I  don't  want  to  disturb  your 
comfort,  but — " 

"Oh,  that's  not  the  qut^tion,  interposed  the  wo- 
man, "keep  to  the  point,  sir.  Wiiat  ha*i  your  way  of 
thinking  done  for  youV" 

The  infidel  endeavored  to  shirk  the  matter  again. 
The  feelings  of  the  people  gave  vent  to  applause,  and 
he  had  to  go  away  diJ;c'onifited  by  an  old  woman. — Scl. 

HE  TOLD  THEIR  FORTUNES 

A  Christian  man  was  riding  in  a  railway  eoach  with 
nine  other  ])ei-sons.  Five  of  them  began  to  play  cards, 
and  desired  the  others  to  join  them,  but  they  declined. 
This  gentleman,  being  pressed,  admitted  that  he  once 
knew  how  to  play  cards,  but  had  forgott-en  the  art. 
However,  he  said  he  could  tell  fortunes  by  them.  The 
five  were  eager  for  thi!>  new  diversion,  and  the  man 
took  the  "five  of  spades,"  and  his  jMDcket  Bible  and 
began  :  "Gertlem  >n,  you  see  the  two  spots  at  the  top 
of  the  card '.'  I  wit  h  them  to  represent  your  two  eyes ; 
this  one  in  the  middle,  your  month;  and  these  other 
two,  your  knees.  Now,  in  Rev.  1 :  7,  I  read,  'Behold 
He  Cometh  with  clouds;  and  every  eye  shall  see  Him.' 
The  speaker  is  the  Nazarene,  once  red  with  blood  for 
sinners  like  you  and  me;  and  your  eyes  shall  see  Him, 
and  you  shall  stand  before  Him  to  be  judged.  That  is 
the  future  of  your  eyes."  he  continued.  "Now  con- 
cerning your  mouth  and  knees,  let  me  reiul  Phil.  2: 
9-11,  "Wherefore,  God  also  hath  highly  exalted  Him, 
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and  given  Him  a  name  which  is  above  every  other 
name,  that  at  the  name  of  Jesus  every  knee  should 
bow,  of  things  in  heaven,  and  things  on  earth,  and  that 
every  tongue  should  confess  that  Jesus  Christ  is  I^ord, 
to  the  g'lory  of  God  the  Father. '  From  this  1  foretell 
that  your  knees  will  bow  to  Jesus,  and  your  tongue, 
that  used  to  say,  '(ientle  Jesus,'  and  'Our  Father,'  will 
have  to  confess  that  lie  is  liord  of  all.  Your  eyes  will 
see  Him  and  when  you  see  Him,  your  knees  will  grow 
weak  and  you  will  fall  before  His  majesty. 

They  got  more  than  they  bargained  for:  but  he  gave 
them  some  more. 

"Cientlenieii,  that  is  op.ly  the  first  reading  of  this 
card ;  now  for  the  second.  These  five  spades  represent 
five  actual  spades  that  are  already  made,  and,  may,  ere 
long,  did  the  graves  of  five  sinnei-s,  and  then  your  souls 
will  be  in  liell  crying  in  thirst  for  a  drop  of  water,  and 
you  will  wish  you  had  never  been  born." 

The  five  card  sharpers  were  getting  more  and  more 
fidgety;  but  it  was  useless,  for  they  could  not  get  out, 
as  the  train  would  not  stop  until  it  reached  Reading. 

"Gentlemen,"  continued  the  fortune-teller,  "you 
maj'  escape  the  terrible  future,  and  my  fortune  will  not 
come  true,  if  you  will  do  what  I  did,  and  perhaps  I 
was  the  woi'st  of  the  six.  My  eyes  saw  Jesus  dying 
upon  a  cross  for  me,  in  my  stead,  bearing  my  doom. 
My  tongue  confessed  him  Lord,  and  my  knees  bowed 
to  Him  in  lowly  submission.  l(  you  do  this,  I  can  fore- 
tell the  reveise  of  all  I  have  said.  I  have  told  your 
fortunes  as  I  promised,  and  if  I  am  right,  you  ought 
to  cross  my  palm  with  a  shilling  apiece ;  but  I  do  not 
wish  your  five  slriUitigs;  I  will  be  content  if  one  of  you 
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will  promise  to  tr^  the  Saviour  whose  blood  cleanseth 
from  all  sin."  They  would  neither  pay  nor  promise; 
but  as  the  train  pulled  up  at  Reading  they  tumbled  out 
as  if  the  carriage  had  contained  a  smallpox  patient, 
leaving  him  in  possession  of  the  "five  of  spades," 
which  he  tossed  after  them.  Some  years  later  he  was 
accosted  on  the  street  by  a  stranger  who  reminded  him 
of  the  ride  from  Oxford. 

"Ah  !  I  remember,  and  you  left  like  a  lot  of  cowards, 
without  paying  the  fortune-teller." 

"I  am  your  payment.  Your  words  came  true  to 
three  of  us;  three  spades  have  dug  their  graves.  The 
other  one  I  saw  at  Reading  a  few  day.s  ago;  he  is 
anxious  to  be  saved  from  the  fortune  you  foretold,  and 
is  attending  religious  meetings.  As  I  parted  with  him, 
I  said,  'Sam,  don't  forget  the  five  of  spade«.'  " 

"And  what  about  yourself?" 

"When  you  saw  me,  I  had  been  to  a  sj.ster's.  I  was 
right  dowTi  miserable.  My  mother  had  just  died.  Call- 
ing me  to  her  bedside,  she  had  said,  'William,  kiss  your 
mother;  and  I  leave  you  this  Scripture:  "Behold,  He 
Cometh  with  clouds;  and  every  eye  shall  see  Him."  ' 
W^hen  you  quoted  those  very  words  it  seemed  as  if  my 
dear  mother  rcse  up  and  frowned  upon  the  cards.  That 
text  followed  mo.  I  drank,  and  drank  again;  hut,  con- 
tinually I  heard,  'Every  eye  shnll  see  Him.'  At  last  I 
went  to  Califoniia,  for  the  gold  diggings.  As  soon  as  I 
landed,  having  nothing  to  do,  I  stopped  to  hear  some 
singing.  The  singers  formed  a  little  procession,  and  I 
followed  to  a  mission.  When  the  young  man  got  up  to 
epeak,  ho  gave  out  as  his  text.  Behold,  He  cometh 
viith  clouds;  and  every  eye  shall  see  Him.'     It  was 
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more  than  1  could  stand ;  that  night  I  bowed  my  knees 
in  «ul)misison,  saw  Jesus  as  my  Saviour,  and  with  my 
tongue  confessed  Him." — Scl. 

A  PERSECL'TOR'S  DEATH 

A  Wesley  an  minister  whose  name  was  Stewart,  was 
appointed  to  preach  in  a  wild,  mountainous  part  of  Ire- 
land, where  there  were  many  Roman  Catholics.  Some 
of  these  men  were  very  bitter  in  their  feelings  towards 
and  Protestants.  One  night  this  gcxxl  minister  was 
preaching  in  the  house  of  a  farmer,  when  a  very  'olent 
Romanist,  who  was  present,  interrupted  hhn  several 
times.  After  the  meeting  broke  up,  he  swore  witti  a 
dreadful  oath  that  he  would  kill  the  minister  before 
he  crossed  the  mountain  the  next  day,  as  he  underst<K)d 
that  he  was  going  over  in  the  morning  to  preach  at 
aiiother  place.  In  the  morning  the  minister  rose  early 
to  get  a  good  start  on  his  journey.  The  fanner's  wife 
begged  him  not  to  go  on  account  of  the  man  who  had 
threatened  to  kill  him.     He  said  : 

"No;  I  nnist  go.  The  Lord  is  my  shield,  and  He 
can  take  care  of  me." 

After  lifting  up  his  heart  in  prayer,  he  started.  He 
had  passed  over  the  mountain,  and  was  descending  on 
the  other  side,  when  he  saw  two  men  standing  in  the 
road.  As  he  came  near  them,  they  seemed  t<'  be  nmch 
excited. 

"What's  the  matter,  my  friends".'"  he  asked. 

Thej-  point-(Ml  to  a  man  who  was  lying  by  the  side 
of  the  road,  and  said  : 

"About  fifteen  minutes  before  you  appeared  that 
man  came  to  this  nlace.     We  were  digging  turf  in  the 
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field.  We  saw  him  stagger  and  fall.  V'e  ran  to  his  a*;- 
eistance;  but  when  we  came  up  to  him  he  was  dead.'" 

The  minister  l<x)ked  at  him  and  said:  "Last  night 
that  man  swore  a  dreadful  oath  that  he  would  kill  me 
before  I  crossed  this  mountain.  Poor  fellow !  I  suppose 
he  came  here  to  carry  out  his  oath." 

"Well,"  said  the  men,  "he  will  kill  no  one  now!" 
—Sel. 

GUILTY  OF  BLOOD 

A  young  man  attended  a  protracted  meeting  and 
was  deeply  noved.  The  evangelist  in  charge  stepped 
from  the  plalfoi-m,  and,  going  down  the  aisle,  gave  him 
a  special  invitation  to  come  to  Christ. 

The  teai-s  ran  dowai  his  face.  He  hesitated  a  mo- 
ment. At  last  he  caught  his  sister's  eye.  Her  scornful 
smile  seemed  to  say,  "You  shall  not  yield  and  go  to 
that  altar."  He  refused,  but— on  his  way  home  was 
thrown  from  his  horse  and  killed  instantly.  His  blood 
was  on  his  sister's  soul.  With  a  broken  heart  the 
sister  soon  died,  and  the  mother  by  whose  influence 
they  were  ruined,  lost  her  reason,  and  went  to  meet  the 
Judge  in  her  blood-stained  gannents. 

Oh,  what  tormentes  will  seize  the  blood-guilty  at 
the  bar  of  God.—Scl. 


"Blessed  is  the  man  that  walketh  not  in  the  counsel 
of  the  ungodly,  nor  standeth  in  the  way  of  sinners,  nor 
sitteth  in  the  seat  of  the  scornful.  But  his  delight  is 
in  the  law  of  the  liord  ;  and  in  His  law  doth  he  meditate 
day  and  night. "    Tsalm  1:1,2. 
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BYE  AND-BYE 

"Oh,  where  m  the  place?  l)o  show  me  the  place!" 
The  demand,  which  wa«  rathor  an  entreaty,  pro- 
ceeded froin  an  elderly  woman,  very  respectably 
dressed.  She  was  intensely  excited.  Teare  were  flow- 
ing down  her  cheeks,  where  time  had  already  made  its 
furrowK.  The  same  excitement  was  on  every  counten- 
ance. Evidently  f^ome  calamity  had  occurred.  We 
followed  trc  old  woman  and  her  guide  into  a  largo 
room,  where  a  most  awful  and  ghastly  spectacle  pre- 
sented itself.  Upon  various  tables  lay  tirrnty-two 
corpses!  There  wtre  the  old  man  and  the  infant, 
mothers,  daughters,  sons  and  Im.sbands ;  some  of  them 
almost  crushed  out  of  every  semblance  of  humanity. 

What  was  the  cause  of  all  this".'  No  powder-mill 
had  exphxled  iuul  sent  forth  it.-?  lurid  flames.  No  ravag- 
ing army  had  spread  slaughter  and  destruction  around. 
It  was  a  iSal)l)ath  morning.  All  was  bright  and  calm 
and  hap})y.  The  bells  were  ringing  merrily  from  every 
steeple,  to  welcome  tlie  day  of  rest.  A  pleasure  party 
was  on  its  way  to  London.  Laughter  and  merriment 
were  univei-sal,  when,  in  a  moment — while  the  laugh 
was  ringing  in  the  ear,  and  the  jest  had  scarce  parted 
the  lips — the  air  was  rent  with  shrieks  and  groans  of 
mortal  agony !  A  collision  had  taken  place  between  two 
trains,  and,  without  waraing,  twenty-two  persons  sud- 
denly passed  from  time  into  eternity  ! 

Weeping  friends  and  heart-stricken  relatives  filled 
the  room  where  the  dead  were  laid.  They  were  in  their 
holiday  attire,  stained  with  the  blood  of  their  loved 
ones. 
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The  old  woman  vve  have  aUuded  to,  passed  from  one 
mangled  body  to  another,  until  her  eye  rested  on  that 
of  a  young  niun  in  the  prime  of  life,  frightfully  dis- 
figured. With  a  pamxysm  of  grief,  she  took  the  cold 
hand  in  hers,  and  seeing  I  looked  sympathizingly  at 
her,  iwured  out  her  grief  in  heart-rending  language. 

"Oh,  sir!"  she  said,  "this  poor  latl  is  my  son.  He 
would  go  yesterday.  I  wanted  him  not  to  go,  and  now — 
you  see.     He  was  a  gotxl  boy,  sir." 

"Do  you  think"  said  I,  "that  lie  had  given  his 
heart  to  God'.*" 

I  had  doubts  myself;  for  I  thought  a  man  that  had 
truly  come  to  Christ  would  know  the  value  of  the  Sab- 
bath as  a  means  of  gnu.'e,  and  not  spend  it  in  his  own 
pleasures.  Still  I  was  anxious  to  know  if  there  had 
been  any  signs  of  repentance;  for  wlio  knows  but  in 
that  awful  hour,  God,  who  is  Jove,  may  have  heard  the 
dying  cry  of  some  who,  in  the  hour  of  extremity,  im- 
plored salvation  in  the  Saviour's  name? 

"Why  sir,"  replied  the  woman,  "he  went  to  church 
sometimes;  and  he  never  swore  nor  got  drunk." 

"Did  he  pray'.'" 

"Whj-  yes,  sir — sometimes." 

This  was  ix>or  encouragement.  Still  I  felt  interest<>d 
in  the  yoimg  man ;  and  having  directed  the  weeping 
mother  to  Him  who  Himself  wept  at  Lazarus'  tomb,  I 
promised  to  call  on  her. 

On  fulfilling  my  promise,  a  day  or  two  after,  I  found 
the  history  of  the  widow's  son  was  as  follows.'  Oh. 
that  the  unconverted  reader  may  take  it  a?  a  beacon  of 
warning,  and  lay  its  lessons  to  heart! 

Thomas  White  was  an  only  son.    His  mother  petted 
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him  with  a  ioolish  fondness.  She  was  l.lind  to  his  faiilt«, 
until  they  foivcd  tlu'nisolvcs  on  hi-r  notice;  and  then 
her  robukt'K  took  no  vilvi-t.  His  fatlin-  had  died  when 
he  was  Vfiy  younj;,  Icavinj,'  a  sniull  annuity  to  bin 
widow.  Out  of  this  Mi-s.  Whit.'  apjirentii-fd  h»>r  son 
to  an  fn','inft'r.  His  nia.stiT  was  a  pious  n\>m,  aiul  fre- 
quently, in  eonvcivation  with  his  apprentitts,  nrgt^d 
them  to  f,'ivc  their  hearts  to  the  Lord.  Younfj  White 
felt  softened,  aiul  resolved  to  do  so.  It  was  the  early 
etrivlng  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  whose  "viewless  way"  is 
seen  in  every  goo<l  thought  and  holy  emotion. 

For  a  time  he  regularly  att?nde<l  the  house  of  God. 
and  seemed  earnest  about  his  soul.  P>ut  in  an  evil 
hour  he  formed  the  aeijuaintanee  of  a  young  man,  who 
became  his  evil  genius.  He  was  light-hearted,  gay, 
and  dissipated.  H.'  ridieuled  White  so  intensely  that 
he  led  him  to  avoid  all  mention  of  religion,  while,  he 
assiduously  strove  to  draw  him  from  its  influences. 
Companions  are  heljis,  either  g<K)d  or  bad.  H  they  do 
not  assist  us  on  our  heavenward  w  v,  they  assist  us  in 
becoming  the  servants  of  sin.  fiet  every  one  who  has 
an  acquaintance  or  friend  just  ask  himself  this  ques- 
tion :  Is  my  friend  anxiious  about  his  poul '.'  Is  he  a  man 
of  prayer V  Does  he  trust  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
and  strive  to  walk  like  Him?  Are  his  conversation 
and  actions  toned  by  love  to  the  Lord?  And  if  not, 
depend  ujx>n  it^ — though  he  or  .>he  be  dear  as  a  right 
hand  or  right  eye— your  duty  is  to  avoid  them;  for  if 
they  do  not  make  you  better,  they  will  certainly  make 
you  worse.  Their  thoughts  and  ideas  and  habits  have 
an  irresistible  influence  over  your  own.  This  is  doubt- 
lees   very   hard,    and   requires  self-denial,    but   it   i.^  a 
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matter  in  which  you  should  bo  prepan-d  to  act,  if  you 
value  your  own  soul. 

Younf^  Whito  was  fusciimtcd  by  his  friend's  society, 
and  he  prndu.illy  yielded  hinjself  entirely  to  his  in- 
fluence. The  first  stiivings  of  conscience  were  quenched. 
Sunday  oveniii^^  was  spent  'n  strolling  about  and  smok- 
ing— ofU'ii,  iilas !  in  playing  cards.  One  day  he  and 
several  others  wert;  out  bathinfi;.  Ever  fond  of  adven- 
ture, White  s()iii,'ht  the  deepest  p.irt  ot  the  pond.  He 
had  swum  some  time,  when  he  felt  cnun]>s ;  and  before 
he  had  time  to  ery  out,  he  sank.  Presently  one  of  hia 
companions  called  out,  "Where  is  WliiteV"  An  alami 
was  raised;  tlie  pond  was  dra;;;^i'd ;  and  he  wa«  recov- 
ered. For  a  time  he  Imii-^  between  life  and  death. 
With  returning  conBciouttuetis  came  a  resolve  oince 
more  to  tuni  to  God.  In  an  agony  of  eoui  he  sought 
for  pardon  thn^ugh  Christ.  Several  weeks  passed. 
Every  one  who  visited  him  believed  him  a  changed 
man.  In  course  of  time  he  recovered;  and,  while  out 
walking  one  day,  he  encountered  his  old  companion. 
White  resolved  he  would  shun  him ;  but  it  was  in  his 
own  stronjTth  his  resolution  was  made. 

"So,  I  hear  you've  turned  Methodist  again,  Tom," 
he  said.  "I  didn't  believe  it,  for  I  thought  you  had  too 
much  ^;<)od  sense  ir  fiat;  but  I  heard  the  parson  de- 
clare yon  were  really  converted."  And  he  made  a 
grimace  at  the  expression. 

Tom  was  silent. 

"Is  it  true,  old  fellow?  No,  I  see  it  is  not.  So 
come  to  my  lodgings,  and  we'll  have  a  l)ottle  together — 
it  will  do  you  good." 

With  an  accusing  conscience,  but  unable  to  resist, 
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White  coiiKont.d.  H,.  list<in'(l  to  th.-  lihuM  st-om 
heaped  upon  n'lif,'ioii,  nnd  the  blasphemous  inHdeHty  of 
hi«  companion,  mid  he  felt  hun»^eU  ji  partner  in  the 
Kin.  Despair  seized  on  liis  soul.  Satan  whispered,  "It 
is  no  use  prayii;<,r  any  more.  This  is  the  second  tinu^ 
you've  faUen.  Tlicro  is  no  more  Iiope  for  you."  With 
a  wretched  heart  the  youii^'  man  returned  home,  with 
thowe  w<;rds  soundinj,^  hke  a  knell  within  him- "It  is 
impossihle  for  thosi^  who  Were  oni-e  cnlij^htened 
if  they  shall  fail  away,  to  renew  then)  a.^ain  unto  re- 
pentance, seeing'  they  crucify  to  themselves  th(^  Son 
of  (lod  afro,<jli,  an.l  put  Him  t<>  an  open  shame."  In 
vain  did  poor  Thomas  White  try  to  drown  the  voice  of 
conscience  in  sin — it  still  madt-  itself  heard. 

Iv.  due  tinu  Mrs.  White  reuiovd  to  Iirif,'ht<)n.  Hero 
Tom's  evil  <,'eiiius  led  him  into  still  <,'reater  dissipation. 
All  this  time  conscience  kept  urf,'in<,'  him  to  return  to 
God.  Yet  still  the  same  plea  was  urj^ed,  "I  will  hye- 
and-hye."  It  is  one  of  the  most  marvelous  things  ia 
existence,  that  UihI's  patience  is  ho  great.  W-  "  '  .1/  if 
we  give  a  man  a  trial  twice,  or  even  thrice,  aiu!  he  does 
not  amend,  that  he  has  no  further  claim  on  our  sympa- 
thies. But  ju.st  think  of  the  numberless  times  tht  fx)rd 
deigns  to  try  us.  He  knocks  a  the  closed  door.  Tift 
knocks  gently,  then  loudly.  There  is  no  resiwnse ;  and 
yet  He  knocks  again  and  again,  and  still  waits,  long 
after  human  patience  would  have  been  enhaustcd. 

About  this  time  a  stomi  occurred  at  Brighton.  It 
was  one  of  the  severest  ever  known.  The  wind,  which 
was  almost  a  hurricane,  howled  along  the  deserted 
streets,  bringing  dov\-n  frail  tenements  and  chimnej-s  in 
every  direction.      Tlu^  sea,  lashed  to  furj-  by  the  tem- 
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jK-st.  thivatciid  to  wasli  mw  ny  the  sccun-ly  hiiilt  |nir- 
mlc.  One  innii  was  actually  iilouri  down  l)y  \h>'  fury 
of  the  wind.  Vomiv  Whit.'  i-iid  his  pr()tli;,'at.'  a-niinint- 
aiicfs  Were  ft  Itiriiii  !,'  ho?!:,-  (ui  th;-^  incmorahlc  ii'^lit. 
The  stoMii  iiiadf  iM.  iifipn-s;!,,,!  <„,  t!i,.ic  nniuls.  .lust, 
liowcviT,  as  tlh-y  wtTf  tniiiin;'  ll".  ('(UiL  r  of  a  st».M't.  n 
(.•hi!!iii('y-|)ot  was  throwr'  t'loni  a  tall  hoiis".  ar.<l  a  tVi^- 
nu-nt,  in  its  tall,  struck  White.'  aiul  h."  f.dl  S("i,;,-K'ss  t<. 
tlic  earth.  He  was  canicd  home  to  liis  wretched 
mother.  atHi  thi-;  time  a!!  hop's  were  <;iven  up.  In  a 
t.  rror  not  to  he  (h%«crihe(l,  his  con.science  awoke  at  the 
t<i','ht  of  un  impending,'  eternity. 

"()  (lOil."  lie  cried,  "have  [)ity  on  nic  !     But  there's 
no  pity  for  ine.     1  have  siinied  too  tiuicIi.    There's  noth- 
ing' !)ut  hell  f«r  me."     In   vai?i  did  they  reason  with 
hiiM  f^i  0>v  infinit"  love  of  Christ,  willini,',  at  all  tiinow, 
to  save  to  the  uttennf>st.       Satan  nrpod  his  repoatf'd 
l)acl:slidin<Ts.  and  despair  seemed  sottK  \  on  his  heart. 
By  slow  defrrees,,  after  much   prayer,   his  mind   <.,'rew 
calmei'.     He  seemed  to  be  in  a  more  hopefiU  condition. 
But  it  was  only  a  transient  beam  o<"  iiffht.     His  soul 
was  unrenewed.     The  impression  was  not  lastintr.     In 
his  lieart  of  hearts  he  longed  to  return  to  the  sins  he 
loved,  and  hoped,  hyc-and-lnjc,  he  should  yet  be  saved. 
Thomas  White  recovered.    His  heart  was  not  grate- 
ful.    He  thought  not  of  the  mercy  that  had  hitherto 
spared  him.     He  not  only      turned  to  his  old  compan- 
ions, but  formed  an  acquaintance  with  a  young  female 
of  dissolute  morals.    To  supply  this  new  "friend"  with 
money,  extortionate     demands     were     made     on  the 
mother,  who,  still  hoping,  even  against  hope,  in  her 
son's  future  reclamation,  gave  him  all  she  had. 
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himsolt   with  can 

"WhtTo  are  you  goin^:'"  asked  his  mother. 

"To   Loudon." 

"I)t)n't  ;,'o,  Tom,"  she  v.un\,  irnpk)riiiu|y ;  "stay  at 
home  with  me,  and  take  me  to  church.  You're  never 
at  lionie  now. " 

"No;  I  must  go,  mother:  and  if  I  stay.d,  I 
ehouldn't  go  to  church." 

"Oh!  Tom,  you  ha\en't  been  there  since  you  got 
better.     What  will  become  of  youV" 

He  seomod  staggered  at  the  (lueBtioii,  but  tried  t<. 
laugh  it  off  bv  saving : 

"You're  very  dull  to-day:  but  never  mind,  you'll  see 
1  Khali  become  quite  a  ndigious  man  bye-and-bye. " 

She  saw  him  dei)art.  despite  her  entreaties;  and 
with  a  heavy  heart  she  returned  to  her  room,  where  she 
indulged  in  a  flood  of  tears. 

At  tile  station  he  met  his  wicked  companion. 

"Come  along,"  he  said,  in  high  glee.  "I  mean  to 
have  a  jolly  day.  The  old  huly  tried  to  k.-ep  me  at 
home  to  go  to  church  ,  but  it  was  no  go."  And  with 
an  irreverent  langli  the''-  entered  the  cariia"e 

A  few  hours  later,  their  mangled  corpses  were 
brought  back,  and  the  frightf.d  intelligence  of  the 
catastrophe  con\cyed  to  tlieir  homes. 
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,yet  turned  to  (lod,  "Stifle  «»  ., 
not  irith  >"'n/  'To-day,  if  ye  n  i  !■• . 
not  your  heart.'  "  The  lonp  ?<'  'i  i 
to  repentance.  ThouwandtJ 
wordH  on  their  Ijps — "Time  eu'  uijh  . 
on  in  sin  till  it  in  too  late?  V  '1  y< 
«pise  the  invitation  of  that  Merciful  Su\iour,  whose 
arms  are  op<*n  to  receive  you'.'  Will  you  c<Mitinue  deaf 
to  that  lovin;j;  e.\p(«tulati<n5,  "Turn  ije,  turn  ye,  tchy 
-will  ye  die?"  Uemeniber,  your  continuiince  in  sin  in 
a  renunciation  of  Oo<r«  mercy.  C'ontitniance  in  sin  i*t  a 
deliberate  choosing  of  damnation  for  30ui'self.  Oh, 
turn,  we  entreat  you — turn  to  that  Saviour  who  gave 
His  I'fe  to  ransom  sinneis  from  eternal  deiith.  Tens 
of  thousands,  like  yourself,  have  come  to  Him,  and 
received  forgiveness,  and  then  "gone  on  their  way  re- 
joicing." They  never  knew  whiit  hapi»inet-«  Wiis  till 
they  tasted  of  the  pnrdoning  love  of  (lod.  (live  your 
heart,  then,  to  Jesus.     Say,  in  the  simplicity  of  fiiltli — 

"Juftt  as  I  am — without  one  plea. 
But  that  Thy  blood  was  .'^he<l  for  ine, 
And  that  Thou  bidst  nie  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  (Icxl,  I  come." 

—A  Tract. 


"lUc^Mise  I  lifivf  ca!le<l  :ind  yc  refused;  I  have 
fitretched  out  my  hand,  and  no  man  regarded.  But  ye 
have  set  nt  nought  all  my  couns.  1.  and  would  none  of 
mv  renroof  :  1  also  v.ill  lauch  at  vom-  calamity  :  I  will 
mock  when  vour  fear  cometh."    Prov.  1 :  24-20. 
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LITTLE  BLOSSOM 

()  dear!   Is*'  wi  tired    and    hungr>'. 

I  wondrr  why  inanuiiii  don't  (Knno, 
Sh«  Mkl  to  f;hut  my  pn-tty  blur  «'yc», 

And  whi-n  I  \viik<'d  up  nhvW  br  homiv 

She  Bflid  nho  iniist  Un  and  «'♦•  granma, 
Shf  livos  nv«'r  tlif  rivir.  ">  bright; 

But  I  doxs  that  niamriias  fallen  in  thtTO, 
And   prap««  sho  won't   tutn   td-nijjht. 

I'd   bettor  t'-i  (lev  n  and   t'lnl   papa. 

I   know  he  lias  st'  ppivi   at   the  store. 
It's  a  preat,  pretty  rttor*',  full  of  l)ottU>«, 

T  wi^h  hi'  ufiidfl  ;;<i  thrre  nn  more. 

Somotime.4  h"'s  so  siek  when  he  entries  houw 
He  ptumblc^  ami  falls  on  thf  stair; 

And  once  when  he  rame  in  the  parlor. 
He  kicked  iit  my  p<M)r  little  chair. 

And  mamma   was  all  pale  and  frichtened. 

And  hu(;t.'<'<l  me  up  closo  to  h<»r  breast, 
And  called  me  her  p<ior  little  Blossom, 

.And  I  de^v^;  I't^o  fnrpotten  the  rest. 

Bnt  I  love  him,  and  de<s  I'll  co  find  him. 

Perhaps  he  ^vill  come  with  rne  home; 
Then  I  won't  be  so  tired  and  lone.somo, 

Waitin;:  for  mamma  to  c^me. 

Ont  in  the  niflhf  went  the  baby, 
Thp  dear  little  B!o<-snm,   so  fair. 

■With  eyes  as  blue  a.s  the  clear  .sky. 
And  a  halo  fif  golden  hair. 
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Out  in  the  night  went  the  baby, 
Her  Httle  heart  beating  wi''-  fright, 

Till  her  tired  feet  pau3t<l  at  f'    gin  palace, 
All  radiant  with  miisio  and  light. 

The  little  hand  pushed  the  door  open. 
Though  its  touch  was  as  light  as  a  breath, 

And  the  little  feet  entered  the  portals 
That  lead  but  to  ruin  and  death. 

Away  down  the  long  aisle  she  pattered. 
The  pretty  blue  eyes  opened  wide, 

.\s  she  spied,  in  the  corner,  her  pnpa. 
And  the  tiny  feet  paused  at  his  side. 

"O  papa,"  she  cried,  a.s  she  reached  him. 
And  her  voice  rippled  out  sweet  and  clear; 

"1  tho't  if  I  come  I  would  find  you, 
And  now  I  am  glad  I  am  here! 

"T*^^  1i:?htr.  are  so  pretty,  dear  papa, 
I  think  that  the  music's  so  sweet, 

But  I  dess  it's  most  .suppertime,  papa. 
For  Blossom  wants  something  to  eat." 

A  moment  the  red  eyes  gazed  wildly 
Down  on  the  fp.ce  sweet  and  fair. 

And  then,  with  the  flash  of  a  demon. 
He  seized  the  back  of  a  chair. 

A  moment — a  .second,  'twas  over, 
The  work  of  the  fiend  was  complete; 

-And  poor  little  innocent  Blos.soni 
Lay  broken  and  crushed  at  his  feet. 

Then,  swift  as  the  light  came  his  reason. 
And  showed  him  the  deed  he  had  done; 

With  a  groan  that  a  demon  might  pity 
He  kiielt  by  the  little  one. 
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He  raised  that  still  form  to  his  bosom; 

He  hfttnl  Iho  fair  golden  head; 
A  moinont  the  baby  lips  trembled, 

And  poor  little  Blossom  was  <load. 

The  law  in  its  majesty  seizc«l  him. 

And   exaeted   the  just  penalty,  death; 
For  only  a  fiend  or  a  demon, 

Woul<l  <leprive  such  a  baby  nf  breath. 

But  the  man  who  had  ^liveii  him  the  whiskey. 
That  had  made  such  a  <lem()n  of  hell. 

Why!  he  njiist  be  not  less  respected, 
Becau'^e  he  is  lieens<.<l  fn  .«ell. 

He  may  rob  men  of  time,  or  of  reason. 

Send  them  down  to  perdition  and  wc  . 
But  as  long  as  he  pays  for  his  license 

The  law  will  protect  him.  you  know. 

God  pity  men,  women,  and  children. 
Who  are  robbed  by  this  jucfiernaut  rum; 

M:iy  pre':?,  pulpit,  and  platform,  united, 
Fi^'ht  hard,  till  deliverance  come. 

A  DYING  mother"     '' 

A  mother  who  denied  Christ,  and  Kiieered  at  relig- 
ion, came  to  hor  dying  bod.  Looking  up  from  her  rest- 
less pillow  on  the  group  of  weeping  sons  and  daughters 
gathered  at  her  bedside,  she  said,  "My  children,  I  have 
been  leading  you  on.  the  wrong  road  all  your  lives.  I 
now  find  the  broad  road  leads  oti  to  destruction ;  I  did 
not  believe  it  before.  Oh  !  seek  to  serve  God  and  to  find 
the  gate  of  heaven,  though  j-ou  may  never  meet  your 
mother  there."  So,  in  clouds  and  darkness,  set  her 
Bun  of  life. — Scl. 
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THERE  IS  NO  REST  IN  HELL 

About  ninety  years  ago,  there  was  in  (tlasgow  a 
club  of  gentlemen  of  the  first  rank  in  that  city.  They 
met  professedly  for  curd-playinfr,  but  the  members 
were  dititinguished  by  such  a  fearless  exeess  of  pro- 
fligacy, as  to  obtain  for  it  the  name  of  "The  Hell 
Chib."  They  gloried  in  the  r.ame  they  had  acquired 
for  themselves,  and  nothing  that  could  merit  it  was  left 
untried.  Beside  their  nightly  or  weekly  meetings,  they 
held  H  grand  annual  festival.^  at  which  each  member 
endeavored  to  "outdo  all  his  former  out-doings"  in 
drunkenness,  blasphemy,  and  licentiousness. 

Of  all  wlio  shouf?  on  these  occasions,  none  shone  half 
so  brilliantly  as  Archibald  Boyle.  But,  alas  I  the  light 
that  dazzled  in  him  was  not  "light  from  heaven,"  but 
from  that  droad  abode  whieh  gave  name  to  the  vile  ae- 
Kociation  whi<'h  was  to  jirove  his  ruin — ruin  for  timo 
and  eternity ! 

Archibald  Boyle  had  been  at  one  time  a  youth  of 
the  richest  promise,  being  possessed  of  dazzling  talents 
and  fascinating  mai-.ners.  No  acquirement  was  too 
high  for  his  ability;  but,  unfortunately,  tlicrc  was  none 
too  hni-  for  his  ani.hitioti.  Educated  by  a  fond  and  fool- 
ishly indulgent  mother,  he  early  met  in  society  with 
membeiis  of  "The  Hell  Club."  His  elegance,  wit, 
gaiety,  and  veisatility  of  talent,  united  to  the  gifts  of 
fortune,  made  him  a  most  desirable  victim  for  them; 
and  a  victim  and  a  slave  glorying  in  his  bondage,  he 
quickly  became.  Long  ere  he  was  five-and-twenty,  he 
was  one  of  the  most  accomplished  blackguards  it  could 
uuuibor  on  its  list.s.     To  liiin,  what  were  heaven,  hell 
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or  etpmity?  Words,  more  words,  that  sened  no  pur- 
pose, but  to  point  his  blasphemous  wit  or  nerve  his 
exe^jrations !  To  him,  what  glory  was  tfiere,  equal  to 
that  of  hearing  himself  pronounced  "the  very  life  of 
the  club?"  Alas!  there  was  none;  for  as  soon  as  man 
forgets  God,  who  alone  can  keep  him,  his  understand- 
ing becomes  darkened,  and  he  glories  in  that  which  is 
his  shame. 

Yet,  while  all  within  that  heart  was  festering  in 
corruption,  he  retained  all  his  remarkable  beauty  of 
face  and  person,  all  his  ext'ernal  elegance  of  manner; 
and  <'oiitinued  an  acknowledged  favorite  in  the  fairast 
female  society  of  the  dav. 

One  night,  on  retiring  to  sleep,  after  returning  fmm 
one  of  tiiu  annual  meetings  of  the  club,  Boyle  dreamed 
that  he  was  still  riding,  as  usual,  upon  his  famous  black 
horse  toward  his  own  hou-se — then  a  country  seat,  em- 
bowered by  ancient  trees,  and  situated  upon  a  hill  now 
built  over  by  the  most  fashionable  part  of  Glasgow — 
and  that  he  was  euddenly  accost-ed  by  some  one,  whose 
personal  appearance  he  could  not,  in  the  gloom  of 
night,  distinctly  discern,  but  who,  seizing  the  reins, 
said  in  a  voice  apparently  accustomed  to  command, 
"You  must  go  with  mo." 

"And  who  are  you?"  exclaimed  Boyle  with  a  volley 
o*  blasphemous  execrations,  while  he  struggled  to  dis- 
eaigage  his  reins  from  the  intruder's  grasp. 

"That  you  will  see  bye-and-byo,"  replied  the  same 
voic<%  in  a  cold  sneering  tone,  that  thrilled  througli 
his  very  heart. 

Boyle  plunged  his  spurs  into  the  panting  sides  of  his 
steed.     The  noble  animal  i*eared,  and  then  euddenly 
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darted  forward  with  a  spt-cil  that  nearly  deprived  liis 
rider  ot  breath  :  but  in  vain  I  Fleeter  than  the  wind 
he  fiew,  tlie  mysterious,  half-seen  guide,  still  before 
him  I  Agorii/.ed  by,  he  knew  not  what,  of  indeseribable 
horror  and  awe,  Boyle  again  furiously  spurred  the  gal- 
lant horse.  It  fiercely  reared  and  plunged;  he  lost  his 
seat,  and  expected  at  the  moment  to  feel  himself 
dashed  to  tiie  earth.  But  not  so;  for  he  continued  to 
fall — fail — fall — it  appeared  to  1  .niself,  with  an  ever- 
increasing  velocity.  At  length,  this  terrific  rapidity  of 
motion  abated,  he  perceived  that  this  mysterious  at- 
tendant was  close  by  his  side. 

"Where,"  ho  exclaimed,  in  a  frantic  energy  of  de- 
spair, "where  are  you  takhig  me — where  am  I — where 
am  T  going?" 

"To  hcU,"  replied  tlie  same  iron  voice;  and  from 
the  depths  below,  the  sound  so  familiar  to  his  lips  was 
suddenly  re-echoed. 

"To  hell,"  onward,  onward  they  hurried  in  the 
darkness,  rendered  more  horrible  still  by  the  conscious 
presence  of  his  spectral  conductor.  At  length,  a  glim- 
mering light  appeared  in  the  distance,  and  soon  in- 
creased to  a  blaze.  But  as  they  approached  it,  in  :uldi- 
tion  to  the  hideously  discordant  groans  and  yells  of 
agony  and  des});)ir,  his  ears  were  assailed  with  what 
seemed  to  be  the  eciioes  of  frai  Tc  revelry.  They  soon 
reached  an  arched  entrance,  of  such  stupendous  mag- 
niHcenc;',  that  all  the  grandeur  of  this  world  seemed  in 
comparison  but  m  the  frail  and  dingy  labors  of  the 
mole.  Within  it,  what  a  sc^nel  too  awful  to  be  de- 
scribed. Multitudes,  gtiashing  their  teeth  in  the  hope- 
lessness of  mad  despair,  cursed  the  day  that  gave  them 
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birth  ;  while  iiu'mory,  roculliug  op|)ortiinities  lost  and 
mercifs  despised,  presented  to  their  feverinl  rriental 
vision  the  scenes  of  their  past  lives.  There  fancy  still 
pictured  to  tiieni  tlie  y<'ii'if?  ti'i^'-  lovely,  moving  up  and 
down  in  the  ;,'idtiy  mazes  of  the  midnight  dance;  the 
bounding  steed,  bearing  his  senseless  rider  through  the 
excitements  of  tlie  goaded  race;  the  intemperate',  still 
drawling  over  the  midnight  howl,  the  wanto!i  song,  or 
maudlin  blasphemy.  There  the  slave  of  nuuiunon  be 
moaned  his  folly  in  barterintj  his  soul  for  i/.sr/r.ss  gold  ! 
while  the  giiiid)ler  bewailed,  alas!  too  late,  the  madness 
of  his  choice. 

Boyle  at  length  perceived  that  he  was  surround(>d 
by  those  whom  he  had  known  on  earth,  but  were  s<ime 
time  dead  ;  each  one  of  them  betraying  his  agony  at  the 
bitter  recollections  of  the  vain  pursuits  that  had  en- 
grossed his  time  here — time  lent  to  ])repare  for  a  far 
different  scene  I 

Suddenly,  observing  that  his  unearthly  conductor 
had  disappeared,  he  felt  so  relieved  by  his  absence,  that 
he  ventured  to  address  his  former  friend,  Mrs.  B — , 
whom  he  saw  sitting  with  eyes  fixed  in  it>teiise  earnest- 
ness, as  she  was  wont  on  earth,  apparently  absorbed  at 
her  favorite  game  of  loo.  "Ha,  Mrs.  B — !  delighted  to 
see  you;  d'  know  a  fellow  told  me  to-night  he  was 
bringuig  me  to  hell  I  ha,  ha!  If  ihix  be  hell."  said  hr . 
Bcofftngly,  "what  a  devilish  plejisant  plae-e  it  must  be! 
ha,  ha!  Como,  now  my  goo<l  Mrs.  B — ,  for  aidd  lang 
eyne,  do  just  stop  for  a  moment,  rest,  and — s/iow  me 
through  the  pleasurefi  of  hell,"  he  wtxs  going,  with 
reckless  profanity,  to  add;  but,  with  a  shriek  that 
seemed  to  cleave  through  his  very  so\il  she  exclaimed  : 
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"Rest!  there  is  mo  rfsf  in  hdl!"  and  from  interminable 
vaulte,  voices,  as  loud  as  thunder,  repeated  the  awful, 
the  heart-witherinj?  sound:  "Thkue  is  no  rest  in 
iikll!" 

She  hastily  imclaspod  the  vest  of  her  gorgeous  robe, 
and  dinplayed  to  his  scared  and  Khuddering  eyee  a  coil 
of  fiery  living  nnakets — "the  worm  that  never  die«" — 
the  worm  of  accusing  conscience,  remorse,  despair — 
wreathing  darting,  stinging  in  her  bosom;  others  fol- 
lowed her  example,  and  in  every  bosom  there  was  a 
self-inflicted  punishment.  In  some,  he  saw  bare  and 
fchrobbing  heart's  on  which  distilled  slow  drops,  as  it 
were,  of  fiery  molten  metal,  mider  which  consuming, 
yet  ever  unconsumed,  they  writhed  and  palpitated  in 
all  the  impotence  of  helpless,  hopeless  agony.  And 
many  a  scalding  drop  was  a  tear  of  hopeless  anguish, 
wrung  by  selfish,  heartless  villainy,  from  the  eye  of 
injured  innocence  on  earth. 

In  every  bosom  he  saw  that  which  we  have  no 
language  to  describe,  no  idea  horrid  enough  even  to 
conceive,  for  in  all  he  saw  the  full-grown  fruit  of  the 
fiend-sown  seed  of  evil  passions,  voluntarily  nourished 
in  the  human  soul,  during  its  mortal  pilgrimage  here : 
and  in  all  he  saw  them  lashed  and  maddened  by  the 
serpent-armed  hand 

"Of  despair; 
For  hell  wore  'not'  hell 
If  Hope  ever  entered  there!"' 

And  they  laughed,  for  they  had  laughed  on  earth  at 
all  there  is  of  good  and  holy.  And  they  sung — profane 
and  blasphemous  songs  sang  they !  for  they  had  often 
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done  so  on  earth,  at  the  verj-  hour  God  claims  m  His 
o^^^^,  the  still  and  midnight  hour!  And  he  who,  in  hie 
vision,  walked  among  them  in  a  mortal  frame  of  flesh 
and  blood,  felt  how  inoxpreesibly  more  horrible  such 
sounds  could  be  than  ever  was  the  wildcfit  «hriek  of 
agony  on  earth. 

"Tht^e  are  the  pleasures  of  hell."  again  assailed  his 
ear,  in  the  same  terrific  and  interminable  roll  of  un- 
earthly sound. 

He  rushed  away;  but  m  he  fled,  he  saw  those  whom 
he  knew  must  have  boon  dead  for  thousands  of  years, 
Btill  absorbed  in  their  recollections  of  their  sinful  plea- 
fiUres  on  earth,  and  toiling  on  through  their  eternity  of 
woe.  The  vivid  reminiscences  of  their  godlessnees  on 
oarth  inflicted  on  them  the  bitU'rest  pang  in  their  doom 
in  hell. 

He  saw  ."Mavwclj,  his  fonner  companion  of  his  own 
boyish  profligacy,  borne  along  in  incessant  movement, 
mocked  by  the  creations  of  his  frenzied  mind,  as  if  in- 
tent on  still  pursuing  the  headlong  chase.  "Stop. 
Harry;  stop!  Speak  to  mo!  Oh,  rest  one  moment!" 
Scarce  had  t!:>^  wcrds  been  breathed  from  his  faltering 
lips,  when  again  his  terror-stricken  ear  was  stunned 
with  the  same  wild  yell  of  agony,  re-echoed  by  ten 
thousand  voices:  "Tiikrk  is  no  kkst  in  tirli.  !" 

Boyle  tried  to  shut  his  eyes.  Ho  found  he  could 
not.  He  threw  himself  down,  but  the  pavement  of 
hell,  as  with  a  living  and  instinctive  movement,  re- 
ject<?d  him  from  it«^  surfac-e ;  and,  forced  upon  hie 
feet,  he  found  himself  compelled  to  gaze  with  still- 
increasing  intensity  of  horror  at  the  ever-changing,  yet 
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ever-steady  torrent  of  eternal  torment.  And  this  vvae 
hell ! — the  scoffer's  jest — the  by-word  of  the  profligate  ! 

All  at  once  he  perceived  that  his  unearthly  con- 
ductor was  once  more  by  his  side.  "Take  me,"  shrieked 
Boyle.  "Take  nit-  from  this  place  !  By  the  living  God. 
whose  name  T  have  so  often  outraged.  I  adjure  thee; 
take  me  from  this  place." 

"Canst  thou  still  name  His  name".'"  said  the  fiend, 
with  a  hideous  snoer;  "go,  then;  but — jm  a  year  and  a 
day  WK  meet,  to  part  no  morel" 

Boyle  awoke ;  and  he  felt  as  if  the  last  words  of  the 
fiend  were  traced  m  letters  of  living  fire  upon  his  heart 
and  brain.  Unable,  from  actual  bodily  ailment,  to 
leave  his  bed  for  several  days,  the  horrid  vision  had  full 
time  to  take  elTect  upon  his  mind ;  and  many  were  the 
pangs  of  tardy  remorse  and  ill-defined  terror  that  beset 
his  vice-stained  soul,  as  he  lay  in  darkness  and  seclu- 
sion,  to  him  so  very  unusual. 

He  resolved,  utterly  and  forever,  to  forsake  "The 
Club."  Above  all.  he  determined  that  nothing  on  earth 
should  tempt  him  to  join,  the  next  annual  festival. 

The  companions  of  his  licentiousness  soon  flocked 
around  him  :  and  finding  that  his  deep  dejection  of  mind 
did  not  disappear  with  his  lx)dily  ailment,  and  that  it 
arose  from  some  cause  which  disinclined  him  from  seek- 
ing or  enjoying  their  accustomed  orgies,  they  became 
alarmed  with  the  idea  of  losing  "the  life  of  the  club." 
and  bound  themselves  by  an  oath  never  to  desist  till 
they  had  discovered  what  was  the  matter  with  him, 
and  had  cured  him  of  playing  the  Methodist.  Their 
alarm  as  to  losing  "the  life  of  the  club"  had  been 
wrought  up  to  the  highest  pitch,  by  one  of  their  nnm- 
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ber  dvdavinrr  that,  on  unoxpectodlv  entering  Tiovloa 
room,  ho  detected  him  in  the  ,u..t  of  hastily  hicli;.g  a 
book,  wluch  he  actually  believed  ua«  the  Bible 

Alas!  alas:  hml  poor  Boyle  pos^e^^ed  fiuffident  true 
moral  courage,  and  digmty  of  charaettT.  not  to  have 
hidden  the  liihle.  how  different  nnght  have  been  hin 
future  hut.  like  many  a  hopeful  youth,  he  was 
ashamed  to  avow  his  convictions,  and  to  take  his  stand 
lor  Gol,  and  hi.s  ruin  was  the  result. 

After  a   Jme.   one  of  his  compeers,   more  deeply 
cumiing  than  tl)e  rt^st.  bethought  hin:self  of  ,v.8uming 
an  air  of  the  deep«t  disgust  with  the  world,  the  club 
and  the  mode  of  life  they  had  been  puiv,uing.     He  af- 
fected to  seek  Boyle's  company  in  a  mood  of  congenial 
melancholy,    aiul    to   sympathize    in    all    his    feelin-s 
Thus  he  succeeded  in  betraying  him  into  u  much  mis- 
placed  confidence  as  to  his  dream,  and  the  effect  it  had 
produc<^d  upon  his  mind.     The  result  may  readily  be 
guessed.     His  confidence  was  betrayed,  his  feelings  of 
repentance  ridiculed ;  and  it  will  easily  be  believed,  that 
he  who  "hid  the  Bible'  had  not  nerve  to  stand  the 
rioald  jests  of  his  profligate  companione. 

We  cannot  trace  the  progress,  and  would  not,  if  we 
could.  Suffice  it  to  say,  tJiat,  x-lrtuous  resolutions  once 
broken^-prayew  once  offered,  voluntarily  called  back 
by  sm  from  the  throne  of  heaven— «/!  was  lost !  Yet 
not  lost  without  such  a  fell  struggle  between  the  con- 
victions of  conscience  and  the  spirit  of  evil,  as  VMnjng 
the  color  from  his  young  cheek,  and  made  him,  ere  the 
year  was  done,  a  haggard  and  grey-haired  man. 

From  the  annual  meeting  ho  shrunk  n-ith  an  in- 
Btinctive  horror,  and  made  up  hie  mind  utterly  to  avoid 
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if.  Well  awan*  of  tluH  resolve,  his  teinpt<'rH  determined 
he  whould  have  no  choice.  How  potent,  how  active, 
is  the  spirit  of  evil !  How  feeble  m  unafisisted,  (^hrist- 
le««,  nnprayerful  man!  lioyli-  found  himnelf,  he  could 
not  tell  how,  seated  at  that  table  on*  that  very  day, 
where  ho  had  Kwoni  to  himself  a  thousand  times  noth- 
jn;:;  on  earth  should  make  him  nit.  His  ear«  tingled, 
and  liifi  eyes  swam,  as  ho  listened  to  the  opening  wrri- 
tence  of  the  president's  address:  'Tfentlemen,  this  is 
leap  year;  thenfore,  it  is?  a  year  and  n  day  sineo  onr 
la«t  finniinl  'meeting.' 

Every  nerve  in  l^oyle's  body  twanged  in  agony  at 
the  ominous,  the  well-rememlx^red  word*«.  Hi«  first 
impulse  was  to  rise  and  fly;  but  then — tlic  Hucrrn!  thr 
sneers! 

How  many  in  this  world,  as  well  as  poor  Hoyle." 
Imve  sold  their  souls  to  the  dread  of  a  sneer,  and  dared 
the  wrath  of  an  almighty  and  eternal  God,  rather  than 
encounU-r  the  sarcastic  curl  of  a  fellow  creature's  lips? 

He  was  more  than  ever  plied  with  wine,  applause, 
and  every  other  species  of  excitement,  but  in  vain.  His 
mirth,  his  wit,  were  like  lurid  flashes  from  the  bosom 
of  a  hnKxling  thnnder-cloud,  that  pass  and  leave  it 
darker  than  before;  and  his  laugh  sounded  fiendish, 
even  to  the  evil  eai"s  that  heard  it. 

The  niight  was  gloomy,  with  frequent  and  fitful 
gusts  of  chill  and  howling  wind,  as  Boyle,  with  fevered 
nerves  and  reeling  brain,  mounted  his  horse  to  return 
home.  The  following  morning  the  well-known  black 
steed  was  found,  with  saddle  and  bridle  on,  quietly 
grazing  on  th<'  road-side,  and  a  few  yards  from  it  lay 
the  stiffened  corpse  of  its  nuast-er. — .4  true  story. 
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In  the  your  im>,  whil.  th.  writer  v ,«  „t  CraufordH- 
v.lle.   In.lMina.   working  in  revival  nuvtin^'s    th.-ro  wa« 
a  cortam  youu^.  ,,„,»  present  at  the  meetings  who  wnK 
under  .lee,,  eMnvic-tion.     He  w<M,ld  sit  in  his  se.-u  and 
tremble,   while   tears  wo.iM   mil  .|„wn   his  eheeks       I 
plejuieJ  .,,h  Imn  nid,t  after  ni^ht.  but  he  u.a.hl  not 
yie  d.     One  evening  (the  lant  ni^ht  that  he  was  there) 
I  pl<>a.led  with  bin,  more  earnestly  than  on  f.revionv  oe- 
'■asions.  for.  somehow,  I  w,»s  im- n^^ed  with  the  feel- 
ing that  something  wonid  happen  to  this  voung  man 
If  hH  did  not  repent   that  evening;  but  still  he  would 
not  yield    to  my   entreaties.      I    went   liorne    with   th.> 
solemnity  of  death  resting  u{K>n  me. 

Xo.xt  morning  about  thne  oVdoek  there  was  u  loud 
rap  at  my  d<K.r.  I  went  to  the  door,  and  there  stood  a 
.voung  man  before  me  who  requester!  me  to  go  over  to 
«.K.h  a  street  and  sueh  a  nund^er  as  quickly  an  jx^ssible 
««  there  was  a  you!,g  man  dying  who  wuntv<l  to  s«m. 
me. 

I  hastened  lu.  quiekly  as  possible  to  tlw  address 
J,Mven  and  there  I  found  the-  same  young  man  that  I 
had  plea<led  with  the  evening  before,  dying. 

He  lf)oked  at  me,  an.l  said.  "Oh.'  if  I  had  just  «<'t- 
tled  It  last  evening.  Oh.  if  I  only  had  yielded-if  onlv 
I  had  got  saved." 

I  said  to  him,  "There  may  be  hope  for  you  yet." 
He  began  to  shake  his  head  and  say.  "No,  no;  T  am 

suffering  too  much  pain  now  to  pray.  ' 

I  tried  to  point  him  to  the  Saviour,  but  it  wa«  of 

no  avad.     In  a  few  minutes  he  began  to  crv  out,  "My 
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<;od.  Ji.y  ChmI,  my  doom  J8  seakd !  I  uni  loHt.  lost, 
lust:  I  am  i^owrr  to  hell!"  iw.<l  tlu-n  divw  liis  iant 
brfatli.     That  awful  hcviw  I  i-iiii  iifvcr  forgtt. — Sri. 

JESUS.  HAVE  MERCY  ON  FATHER 

In  a  shaiUy  on  Firht  avcuur.  New  York  City,  littlf 
Mary  B —  lay  dying.  Suddenly  she  tunwd  toward  her 
mother  and  said  : 

"Mother,  I  um,  dying;  hut  I  am  not  afraiil.  " 

"Not  afraid  to  die?"  said  her  unchristiau  mother. 
"Oh,  it  is  awful  to  die!' 

Little  Mary  replied,  "Not  when  you  have  JesuM 
with  you,  mother.  Oh,  mother,  you  must  love  my 
Saviour!"  pleude<i  this  little  angel. 

At  the  hedside,  on  bended  knees,  was  the  drunken 
father.  On  hi«  head  rested  the  hand  of  his  little 
daught<'r,  at>  she  repeated  three  times,  at  interval«, 
"Jesus,  have  mercy  on  father!" 

Shortly  afterwards  she  was  numbered  with  the 
angel  choir  in  heaven,  and  throe,  months  aft-er  her  death 
l)oth  of  her  parents  were  converted,  and  from  t'hat  time 
led  Christian  lives. — Scl. 

"O  GOD!  I  AM  DOOMED,  I  AM  DOOMED!" 

During  a  protract-ed  meeting,  one  of  the  ministers' 
wives  insisted  on  her  son  yielding  to  these  better  in- 
fluenoeft  and  seek  salvation.  He  replied  to  his  mother, 
with  a  look  of  fiend-like  hatred,  that  he  would  rather 
be  damntnJ  than  yield.  He  fell  forward  on  the  hearth. 
His  mother  picked  him  up,  whilst  he  exclaimed  witti  his 
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last  breath,  "Oh.  f ;od  !  I  am  damnoci.  I  an,  .lamned!" 
with  hiH  head  rfwting  on  hw  .nothrrw  lap.  H,.  ha<l  g^nr 
*o  that  holl  he  preferred  to  ndi>,'i(ui      N.  / 

A  DYING  WELSH  SOLDIER  S  DESPAIR 

A  Christian  worker  ohn^-neW  .  I  <,nee  went  to  visit 
H  Koldier  who  h«vd  bought  hinis.-If  fr,>.,i  the  ami-  ]{.■ 
waH  dyin^'.  but  did  not  know  it  f  s,.t  down  hy  i'„s  ,.ido 
and  said  : 

"I  will  reiul  a  bit  of  thf  Uib!*'  ?oi    \,mi. 

"Oh,  you  need  not  troubi,' ;  I  um  n.  •,  m.  ill  ,,«  ,,1! 
that,'*  he  replied. 

Poor  fellow,  he  thought  that  he  mu«t  be  vc  ry  ill 
before  any  one  need  ofTer  to  read  a  part  of  th..  llible 
for  him. 

Next  mominR.  when  I  called,  I  found  him  much 
worse.  I  learned  that  he  was  a  Welshman,  and  hie 
mother  was  n  Christian.  Sudderdy  he  threw  himself 
back  in  b^vi,  and  wringing  his  hands,  he  cried.  "Oh 
what  shall  I  do,  what  shall  I  do !  I  am  as  a  dead 
man;  the  mark  of  death  is  u}x>n  nie,  and  I  am  not 
Baved." 

There  is  a  time  when  Christ  may  be  found,  but 
th,ro  is  also  a  time  when  lie  may  not  be  found.  It 
is  one  of  the  saddest  .eights  that  one  can  look  upon 
to  see  a  soul  seeking  for  Christ,  and  unable  to  find 
Him.  And  this  young  dying  soldier  sought  and  sought 
for  Christ,  but  it  wma  all  in  vain.  Jesus  had  passed 
by.     He  became  delirious,  and  died  in  agony. 

"Sp/^k  ye  the  Lord  while  He  may  be  found  ;  call  ve 
upon  Him  whik>  He  is  ne>ar."—Sel. 
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AN  INDIAN'S  DREAM 


The  Bisliop  of  Caledonia  tellw  of  aiv  old  Indian  in 
Wesk'm  Canada  who  was  dying,  and  told  him  the  fol- 
lowing dream  of  the  night  before.     He  said  : 

"I  climbed  up  the  staire  to  heaven,  all  so  weary  and 
out  of  breath,  but  I  reached  it  and  knocked  at  the  door. 
It  opened  at  once.  I  stepped  inside,  and  then  an  angel 
said : 

"  'You  are  not  rightly  clad  for  this  place.  Did  they 
not  tell  you  below?  Your  gamients  are  stained  and 
torn. ' 

"Every  word  wa.s  true.     What  could  I  answer?     I 
saw  tlie  golden  steps  and  the  golden  crowns,   and  I 
^eard  the  beautiful  music;  and  as  I  lookwl  ..f    and  I 
did  fc  >  '  as  if  I  had  no  business  there.     I  said  to  him  : 

"  'I  have  come  to  see  my  son.' 

"Tie  is  over  there,'  said  the  angel;  and  m  I 
looked  I  saw  Jesus  and  at  once  I  strove  to  get  to  Him, 
but  I  could  not.     The  angel,  seeing  me  struggling,  said  : 

"  'What  are  you  trying  to  do?' 

"  'I  am  trying  to  get  to  Jesus.' 

"  'You  (iiiuiot  get  there  like  that — we  never  do.' 

"  'How,  then,  shall  I  gc    ' 

"  'Go  on  your  knees.' 

"I  fell  on  my  knees  in  a  moment,  and  before  T 
could  attempt  to  go  forward  on  my  knees,  I  felt  that 
Jesus  st<x)d  beside  me,  and  as  I  looked  up  I  saw  nothing 
else  in  hemven.  Oh  I  His  face  was  so  b'ight,  and  all 
the  oth(>r  glory  passed  away ;  and  then  TTc  said  : 

"  'Paul.' — He  knew  my  name — 'what  have  yon 
fome  here  for?" 


LIFE'S  PATHWAY. 


263 


"All  the  harps  stopped  in  a  moment,  when  JesuB 
spoke.  I  heard  nothing  ek3,  because  oi  the  music  of 
Hie  voice  eaying  to  me,  'Paul,'  and  I  had  forgotten 
what  I  had  come  for,  I  was  so  pleased  to  have  Jesus 
standing  beside  me." 

Thi.  is  what  we  have  to  do  if  we  want  to  see  the 
face  of  Jesus  clearly,  and  hear  His  voice  speaking  to 
us.  It  must  be  on  our  knees  we  climb  up  the  steps 
and  approach  the  throne,  but  ail  the  time  Jesus  is 
watchiuj,'  and  Jesus  is  helping. — Sri. 

ETERNAL  DEATH 

A  youug  man  by  the  name  of  Smith  was  seen  stand- 
ing kx)king  o!i  witii  interest  during  the  exercises  of  a 
prayer-meeting  at  camp-meeting  in  lUx)tstown,  Ohio. 
One  of  the  ministers,  observing  him,  addressed  him 
on  tlie  subject  of  n-lig;on.  His  eyes  filled  vith  tears, 
and  ho  seemed  inclined  to  seek  religion.  One  of  his 
wicked  companions,  perceiving  it,  sti'pptxl  up,  and, 
looking  him  in  the  face,  remarked  : 

*' Smith,  I  would  not  be  a  fool." 

Poor  Sri.itli  could  not  resist  such  influences  atid. 
dashing  the  tears  from  his  eyes,  turned  on  his  heel 
and  went  away.  He  lingered  about  the  camp  ground 
until  the  meeting  closed  for  the  eveniiig,  and  went  off 
with  his  company.  They  bantered  him  on  the  subject  of 
his  feelings.  To  sliow  them  that  he  had  not  the  feel- 
ings they  supposed,  he  conmien<'ed  cursing  mu\  i)las- 
pheming  in  a  mo.st  awful  maimer,  and  making  all 
imaginable  i:{x)rt  of  religious  things,  when  a  large  limb 
from   a   tree   fell  on   him,     and,    with   a  curse  on   his 
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ton.^e,  he  was  forced  into  the  presence  of  God.  whom 
he  had  thus  been  blaspheming,  nithout  one  moment's 
warning. — Sel. 

THE  LAST  CALL 

An  unconverted  man  attended  a  camp-meeting. 
While  there  he  was  deeply  convicted,  but  wa«  unwilling 
to  ;^neld.  He  said.,  "If  I  can  have  no  peao^,  I  will  go 
home." 

His  wife  entreated  him  to  stay  until  the  meeting 
clofiod.  Ministe.'s  urged  him  to  decide  for  God,  but 
resisting  all  appeals  he  left  the  ground. 

On  reaching  home  he  went  to  his  store.  Seeing  a 
piece  of  bread  and  hntter  on  the  counter,  he  took  it 
up  and  ate  it,  thinking  his  partner  had  laid  it  there 
for  himself.  When  his  partner  came  and  inquired  for 
it,  he  replied,  "I  have  eaten  it." 

"Then,  you  are  a  dead  man." 

It  had  been  spread  to  destroy  rats.  Physicians  were 
called,  but  it  was  of  no  avail ;  ho  died.  His  laet  words 
were  : 

"Put  my  body  in  a  coflRn.  oarrj-  it  to  the  camp 
ground,  let  my  wife  and  others  see  it;  while  they  are 
looking  upon  it,  t^ll  them  I  resisted  the  last  call,  and 
now  I  am  lost." — Sel. 
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"Seek  ye  the  Lord  while  He  may  be  found,  call  ye 
upon  Him  while  Ho  is  near:  Lot  the  wicked  forsake 
hie  way,  and  the  unrighteous  man  his  thoughts ;  and 
let  him  return  unto  the  Ix>rd,  and  He  will  have  mercy 
upon  him;  and  to  our  God,  for  He  will  abundantly 
pardon."     Isaiah  .'Srj :  fi,  7. 
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^'^  TssTla^r  ^^'^'^  ^  "^^  '"''  '"-     ^^"P  '°  '*^  *  '^^' 

^"'  T8gra<^T''*'^^  ''*''^"'^  ^'  ^^^  '^°''~*^  be  poor  is  no 
Have  ^I^bcen  here  long?    Oh,  yes,  sir.  'tis  eighteen  winters 

Since  poor  Jim  took  to  crooked  ways,  and  left  me  aU  alone 
J^m  was  my  son,  and  a  likelier  lad  you'd  never  wish  to  s;e. 
Till  evil  counsels  won  his  heart,  and  led  him  away  from  me! 

•Tis  the^_old.    sad,  pitiful  story,   sir,  of  the  devil's  winding 

And  men  going  down-and  down-and  down  to  blackness  and 
despair, 

Tossing  about,   poor   wrecks  at  s^-a,    with   helm   and   anchor 
lost, 

ai  and  <m  through  the  surging  waves,  nor  caring  to  count 
tne  cost. 

Vioubt  sometimes  if  the  Saviour  sees-He  seems  so  far  away- 

How  the  souls  Ho  loved  and  died  for  are  drifting-^rifting 

astray !  ** 

When  the  life-blood  on  rum's  altar  spilt  is  caUing  to  the  skies; 
Small  wonder  if  her  own  heart  feels  each  sacrifical  blow 
For  isn  t  each  life  a  part  of  her8?-each  pain  her  hurt  and 
woe? 

Read  all  the  records  of  crime  and  shame-'tis  bitterlv    sadly 
true,  •  ^ 

Where  manliness  and  honor  die.  there  some  woman  s  heart 
dies  too. 

I  often  think,  when  I  hear  folks  talk  so  prettily  and  so  fine. 
Of  alcohol  as  a  needful  food,  of  the  moderate  use  of  win,- 
How  the  world  couldn't  do  without  it;  there  was  clearlv  n<i 
other  way 


( 


■j  •■If 


266 


<( ' 


I 


llli% 


^«.. 


(iLEANED   FROM 


Than  for  man  to  dnnk  or  let  italone.  as  h.s  own  strong  will 
might  say.  ** 

^^**  toV"   '*    *""'   "'"    "''""^   ''•"    ""'   *'""   P'''"''''   ^^''^»'' 

How  I  wish  they'd  let  old  poor-house  Nan  preach  her  little 
sermon  too. 

I  would  give  them  scenes  in  a  woman's  life  that  wouUl  make 
their  pulses  stir; 

For  I  was  a  drunkard's  child-an.l   wife;  aye.  a  drunkard's 

mother,  sir! 
I  would  tell  of  childish  terrors,   of  childish  tears   and  pain 
Of  cruel  blow.s  from  a  father's  hand  when  rum  had  crazed 

his  brain. 
He  always  said  he  could  drink  his  fill  or  let  alone  as  well- 
Perhaps  he  might-he  wtw  killed  one  night  in  a  brawling 

grog-shop's  hell ! 

I  would  tell  of  years  of  loveless  toil  the  drunkard's  child  has 

passed, 
With  just  one  gleam  of  sunshine— too  beautiful  to  last; 
When  T  married  Tom.  I  thought  for  sure  I  had  nothing  more 

to  fear. 

That  life  would  come  out  all  right  at  last,  the  world  seemed 
full  of  cheer; 

But  he  took  to  moderate  drinking— he  allowed  'twas  a  harm- 
less thing; 

So  the  !irr.)\v  sped,  iind  my  l.inl  of  h()p<>  came  down  with  a. 
broken  wing ! 

Tom   was  only  a   iiKxlerate  drinker— ah,   sir.  do  you   bear  in 

mind. 
Why  the  plodding  tortoise  in  the  race  left  the  leaping  hare 

behind  ? 
'Twas  because  he  hold  right  on  and  on,  steady  and  sure,  if 

slow. 

.And  that's  the  way,  lin  thinking,  that  the  moderate  drinken* 
go! 
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While  the  toper  w»metiine«  l«K.ks  behind,  and  tarries  in  the 
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Ah,  heavily,  in  the  well-worn  path,  poor  Tom  walked  day  by 

day, 
For  my  heart  .strings  clung  about  his  feet  and  tangled  up  the 

way. 

The  days  were  dark,  and  friends  were  gone,  and  life  dragged 
on  full  slow. 

And  children  came  like  reapers  sad.  to  a  harvest  of  want  and 
woe; 

Two  of  them  died,  and  I  was  glad  when  they  lay  before  me 
dead. 

T  had  grown  so  weary  of  their  cries— their  pitiful  cries  for 
bread ! 

Then  came  a  time  when  my  heart  was  stone :  I  would  neither 

hope  nor  pray; 
P(K>r  Tom  lay  out  in  the  Potter's  Field,  and  my  boy  had  gone 

astray — 
The  boy   who  had  been  my  idol— while  like  hounds  athirst 

for  blood, 
Between  my  aching  heart  and  him  the  liquor-aeller  stood. 
And  lure<l  him  on,  with  his  poisoned  words   I.is  pleasures  and 

his  wine — 
Ah,  Tiod  have  pity  on  other  wiuls  as  crushed  and  bruised  as 

mine! 

T^ere  were  whispers  «>f  evil  doinas.  of  di'^honor  and  of  shame, 
That  I  can  not  bear  to  think  of  now,  and  would  not  dare  to 

name. 
There   was   hiding   away   from    the   light  of  day,    there   was 

creeping  about  at  night, 
A  hurried  word  of  parting,  then  a  criminal,  stealthy  flight; 
His  lips  were  white  with  remorse  and  fright  when  he  gare 

me  a  good-bye  kiss. 
And  I  never  .saw  the  poor,  lost  ehild  from  that  black  day  to 

this! 
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Ah,  none  but  the  mother  can  tell  you,  sir,  how  a  mother's 

neart  will  ache 
With  sorrow  that  comes  of  a  sinning  child,  with  the  grief 

for  the  lost  one's  sake, 
When  she  knows  the  feet  she  has  trained  to  walk  have  gone 

so  far  astray,  * 

And  the  lips  grown  hold  with  cursi^  that  she  taught  to  sina 
and  pray;  ■ 

A  child  may  fear,  and  a  wife  may  weep,  but  of  all  sad  things 

none  other 
Seems  half  so  sorrowful  to  me,  as  being  »  drunkard's  mother! 

They  tell  me  that  down  in  the  vilest  dens  of  the  citv's  crime 
and  murk, 

There  are  men  with  hearts  of  angels  doing  an  angel's  work- 
That  they  win  back  the  lost  and  the  straying,  that  they  help 

the  weak  to  stand, 
By  the  wonderful  power  of  loving  words,  by  the  help  of  God's 

right  hand; 

And  often,  and  over,  the  dear  I^rd  knows,  I've  knelt  and 
prayed  to  Him 

That  somewhere,  hu^  -how,    twould  happen,  they'd  find  and 
save  my  Jim! 

You'll  say  'tis  a  poor  old  woman's  whim,  but  when  I  prayed 
last  night. 

Right   over   yon    eastern    window    there    shone    a    wonderful 
light— 

lieastwnvB  it  looked  that  way  to  me— and  out  of  the  light 

there  fell 
The  softest  voice  T  had  ever  heard— it  rung  like  a  silver  beU; 
And  these  were  the  words:  "The  prodigal  turns,  so  tired  of 

shame  and  sin; 
He  seeks  his  Father's  open  door,  he  weeps,  and  enters  in." 
Why,  sir.  you  are  crying  as  hard  as  I !    What  Ls  that,  sir,  you 

say? 

My  boy?    You  my  boy,  returned  a  new  man?    Thank  God 
for  this  thrice  happy  day! 
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Tee,  mother,  weep  not,   'tis  :our  penitent  boy,  come  bade 

to  the  right  way  at  last, 
I'm  once  more  a  man,  my  follies  are  done,  and  all  your  aor- 

rows  are  past. 
Those  angela  on  earth-they   told  you  about-have  brought 

me  again  to  you; 

A  drunkard  no  more,  with  you,  mother  dear,  I'll  begin  my 

r.i'  anew.    «   ,•::,• '^  ^*         ' 

WHAT  WILL  YOU  DO  WITHOUT  HIM  ? 


I  could  not  do  without  Him : 

Jesus  i«  moro  to  me 
Than  all  the  richeat,   fairest  gifts 

Of  earth  could  ever  be. 
But  the  more  I  find  Him  precious. 

And  the  more  I  find  Him  true. 
The  more  I  long  for  you  to  find 

What  He  can  be  to  you. 

You  need  not  do  without  Him. 

For  He  is  passing  by; 
He  is  waiting  to  be  gracious, 

Only  waiting  for  your  cry; 
He  is  waiting  to  receive  you. 

And  to  make  you  all  His  own ! 
Why  will  you  do  without  Him, 

And  wander  all  alone? 

Why  will  you  do  without  Him '' 

Is  He  not  kind  indeed? 
Did  He  not  die  to  save  you? 

Is  He  not  all  you  need? 
Do  you  not  want  a  Saviour? 

Do  you  not  want  a  Friend  ? 
One  who  will  love  you  faithfully, 

And  love  you  to  the  end? 

What  will  you  do  without  Him? 
The  Word  of  God  is  true! 
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The  world  ig  pauing    to    its    doom. 

And  you  are  hastening  too. 
It  may  be,  no  to-morrow 

Shall  dawn  on  you  or  me ; 
Why  will  you  nm  the  awful  risk 

Of  your  eternity  ? 

What  will  you  do  without  Him. 

In  the  long  and  dreary  day 
Of  trouble  and  perplexity, 

When  you  do  not  know  the  way? 
And  no  one  else  can  help  you, 

And  no  one  guide  your  right, 
And  hope  comes  not  with  morning. 

And  rest  comes  not  with  night. 

You  could,  not  do  without  Him 

If  once  He  made  you  see 
The  fetters  that  enchain  you. 

Till  He  hath  set  you  free. 
If  once  you  saw  the  fearful  load 

Of  sin  upon  your  soul; 
The  hidden  plague  that  ends  in  death, 

ITnloss  He  makes  you   whole? 

What  will  you  do  without  Him, 

When  death  is  drawing  near? 
Without  His  love— the  only  love 

That  casts  out  every  fear? 
When  the  shadow-valley  opens. 

Unlighted  and  unknown. 
And  the  terror  of  its  darkness 

Must  all  be  passwl  alone! 

What  will   you  do  without  Him 
When  the  great  white  throne  is  set. 

And  tho  Judge  who  never  can  mistake. 
And  will  not  then  forget? 

The  .Tudge  whom  you  have  never  here 
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As  friend  and  Saviour  soaght, 
Shall  summon  you  to  give  account 
Of  deed,  and  word,  and  thought? 

What  will  you  do  without  Him, 

When  He  hath  shut  the  door, 
And  you  are  left  outside,  because 

You  would  not  come  before? 
Wh»'n  it  is  of  no  uw  knocking. 

No  u  i-   to  stand  and  wait, 
For  the  word  of  doom  rings  through  your  heart 

Tliat  terrible  "Too  late!" 

You  cannot  do  without  Him! 

There  is  no  other  name 
By  which  you  can  he  saved. 

No  way,  no  hope,  no  claim ! 
Without  Tlini— f'voriasting  Iohk. 

Of  love,  and  hfe,  and  light! 
Without   Him — everlasting  woe, 

And  everlasting  night! 

But  '.vith  Him— Oh!  with  Jesus 

Are  any   words  .so  blest? 
With  Jesus,  everlasting  joy. 

And  everla.^ting  rest! 
With  Jfsu.s— ail  the  empty  heart 

Filloi!   with  His  perfect  love; 
With  Jesus— perfect   peace  below, 

.^nd  perfect  bliss  above. 

Why  should  you  do  without  Him? 

It  is  not  yet  too  late; 
Hp  has  not  dosed  your  day  of  grace; 

He  has  not  shut  the  gate. 
He  calls  you!  Hush!  He  calls  you; 

He  would  not  have  you  go 
.\nother  step  without  Him; 

Because  He  loves  you  so. 
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Why  will  you  do  without  Him? 

He  c«U»  »nd  calU  »g*in 
••Come  unto  Me!  Come  unto  Mel 

Ohl  ehaU  He  call  in  ▼»«? 
He  wants  to  have  you  with  Him; 

Do  you  not  want  Him  too? 
You  cannot  do  without  Him, 

And  He  want8-*ven  you.  ^^   ^ 


Havergal. 


tH|\  :^j 


I' 


m.  * 


^«1^^-M 


^^^^^ 


" 

1 

t 

^mftgw^FT:.,.  j-imifij. 


77Vi       VfVta.  '*i'      y^ 


VK-|ar-r.Vial>nCT-WVIM'^A.'<B.T  ^^-tUKW.V  -s 


